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	1. Dragon Training

**Okay, before I start, I would like to tell you all that this story is set after the end of Dragons: Riders of Berk (a.k.a. the end of season 1). Which means that Stoick still has Thornado, Alvin is still a big old meanie, and a few other things that I may have missed.**

**Other than that, hope you enjoy my very first fanfic! Please leave a review and tell me what you think!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 1<p>

Dragon Training

"Hiccup? Wake up!"

Hiccup slowly opened his sleepy eyes, only to see Astrid holding a pillow (his pillow) in her hands, getting ready to hit him in the head with it.

What a wonderful way to greet the morning.

"Okay! I'm up!" Hiccup yelped, shielding his head with his hands.

"Finally!" Astrid exclaimed, lowering the pillow as Hiccup tiredly sat up on his bed. "It took forever to wake you up, and now it's probably gonna take even longer for Toothless to get up," Astrid pointed towards the sleeping Night Fury lying on the large slab of stone on the floor, snoring with every breath.

Hiccup hopped out of bed and snatched his pillow out of Astrid's hands. "No it won't," he said as he places his pillow back onto his bed. He then bent down and began to shake Toothless awake.

Toothless woke with a start, instantly jumping to his feet with a high-pitched squeal.

"Woa, its okay bud! It's okay!" Hiccup reached out his hands, trying to comfort the panicked dragon, but Toothless looked around anxiously anyway, not convinced.

Once he realized that they were safe, he took a deep breath and allowed Hiccup to place his hands upon his muzzle.

"Woa," Astrid exclaimed, shocked by Toothless' behaviour. "What's up with him?"

Hiccup sighed, looking at the ground, "I don't know, Astrid." He looked up at Toothless' bright green eyes; there was still a twinge of anxiety in them. "Maybe he's worried about Alvin. I mean, he's still out there."

A bunch of images of the most recent events with Alvin the Treacherous flooded Hiccup's mind, causing him to shudder slightly.

"But he's dealt with Alvin before, why should this time be any different?" Astrid pointed out.

"Well…It's one of the only explanations I can think of."

Astrid walked up to Hiccup as he stood up and scratched Toothless affectionately on the head. "Well, let's just see how he goes during training today and….." Astrid paused for a moment, thinking of something reasonable to say.

Hiccup looked at her expectantly, "And?"

Astrid looked at him in the eye and, trying to sound as confident as she could, said, "We'll figure something out." She then ran off to the door, "Come on, or you'll miss dragon training!" She called as she rushed down the stairs.

Hiccup turned to Toothless, "You ready for training bud?" He asked fondly.

Toothless gave Hiccup a big long affectionate lick.

"O-kay…..I guess that's a yes?" Hiccup wiped Toothless' gooey saliva off his face; he then smiled and went off to get ready for Dragon Training.

* * *

><p>"Hey, look who finally turned up," Snotlout crossed his arms over and glared at Hiccup.<p>

"What, exactly were you doing?" Fishlegs asked as he sat on the back of his beloved Gronckle, Meatlug.

"Went for an early morning flight and... Lost track of time," Hiccup lied.

Ruffnut and Tuffnut looked at Hiccup with a look that pretty much said that he was an idiot. "Since when do _you_ loose track of time?" Tuffnut asked absently.

Everyone (except Astrid) glared at Hiccup, waiting for a proper explanation.

"_Anyway_," Astrid said, ending the awkward silence. "What are we going to do during training today, Hiccup?"

Hiccup looked at Toothless, then back to the group. "This morning we're gonna work on our aim. Then, when it's dark, we're gonna do a night ride!"

Everyone cheered, looking forward to the night ride, a treacherous ride on your dragon where nothing is as it seems.

* * *

><p>Hiccup climbed up onto Toothless' back, fitting himself onto his leather saddled. He slipped his feet into the saddles shining stirrups, his prosthetic metal leg clinking quietly as metal hit metal. He looked to his target, a large, sturdy shield being held up by thin wooden stands. The idea was to hit the centre of the shield, which was a large round circle of metal. So basically, if you shot the centre of the shield and the whole shield didn't go up in flames, then you were doing pretty well.<p>

"I'll go first!" Hiccup told the rest of them. He leaned forward and whispered to his dragon, "Come on bud!" Toothless arched his neck and studied the shield for a short moment, figuring out the best way to get a perfect shot. When the Night Fury felt ready, Hiccup cried "Toothless, plasma blast!" Toothless shot out a thin jet of purple flames, shooting straight towards the shield. The flames shot like an arrow as it hit the metallic middle. Bulls-eye!

"Nice!" Astrid complimented as Hiccup patted Toothless' scaly neck.

Snotlout grunted, "Pretty good shot. But not as good as _this_!" Snotlout moved Hookfang forward and yelled "ANIHILATE!" Hookfang's whole body burst into flames as Hookfang breathed out a giant burst of orange fire, engulfing the whole shield.

Snotlout went bright red as everyone stared at him with sceptic looks. Ruffnut and Tuffnut sniggered under their breaths while Fishlegs tried with all his might to hide his amusement.

He hid it unsuccessfully.

Snotlout crossed his arms, avoiding the glaring eyes of everyone nearby. "What?!" Snotlout scoffed, annoyed, "It's not _my _fault!"

"Is it just me, or do you always blame your dragon for everything you do wrong?" Fishlegs said, who was _still_ unsuccessfully hiding his laughter.

"Yeah, because usually it _is_ his fault!"

"Guys come on, do you wanna do the night ride or not?" Hiccup interrupted. Snotlout and Fishlegs shut their mouths instantly.

"Fishlegs, you can go now," Astrid murmured.

"Okay girl, let's do this _nice_ and slow," Fishlegs patted Meatlug with 100% gentleness, and put her in line with the target. "_Now_!" He told her. Meatlug opened her wide mouth and let out a large fireball. It rolled along through the air as it headed for the shield. But as it got closer and closer to the shield the ball of fire began to move closer and closer to the ground. Until it finally touched the ground and exploded, right in front of the shield. Fishlegs patted Meatlug reassuringly, "It's okay girl, at least it's better than last time."

"Hell yeah!" Tuffnut exclaimed. "Last time the fireball didn't even explode!"

"Yeah, it hit _you_ in the face!" Ruffnut pointed out to Snotlout.

"Even better!" Tuffnut cried, punching knuckles with his twin sister.

Snotlout scowled, "You son of a bi- OWW!" Snotlout yelped as Astrid's Deadly Nadder, Stormfly, hit him right in the face with her tail. Hard.

"Ooooo," Astrid laughed, smiling triumphantly. "That must've hurt."

Snotlout groaned in pain while his Monstrous Nightmare Hookfang, stared absent-mindedly into the distance. Not really taking in any of the situation at hand.

"Ruff, Tuff, you can go now," Hiccup reminded the twins, smiling slightly.

"Aw, finally!" Ruffnut complained, shaking her head.

Everyone looked at them expectantly, waiting for Barf and Belch to do their thing.

"Ehem?" Astrid hummed.

"_What_?" Tuffnut asked.

"It's your turn to fire."

"Oh…." Tuffnut said absently, "I knew that."

"Belch gas!" He shouted.

"Barf light!" Ruffnut yelled.

The Hideous Zippleback's two heads Barf and Belch, prepared for their daily routine, Blowing Stuff Up.

Barf spat out a thick trail of murky green gas, it floated steadily towards the target. Once the gas was only a few inches away from the wooden shield, Belch's mouth began to spark with crackling electricity bolts. Belch opened his mouth and spat the sparks at the sickening gas. The second it touched, the gas exploded into flames. Kind of like a bomb. The fire leaped towards the target. The next second, the shield exploded. The twins high-fived each other in triumph.

Snotlout sniggered as Hiccup shook his head, "Guys, the whole point of this exercise was to _not_ blow up the shield."

"Uh, so?" Ruffnut shrugged. "All _we _did was make this whole thing a _zillion _times funner."

Hiccup sighed, acknowledging the fact that those two siblings would never _ever_ allow a training session to not go their way.

"My turn!" Astrid cried, rushing Stormfly forward, "Let's do this!"

Stormfly leapt forward, her gorgeous yellow and blue scales glowing brightly in the morning sun. She inhaled deeply and shuffled her large feet for a second or so. She opened her wide mouth and a giant burst of yellow flames soared out, burning hotter than the sun.

The bright, boiling fire attacked the shield, actually melting the used-to-be cool metal. Once the flames passed, the metal liquid slowly slid down the shield to the ground, leaving a dark scorch mark upon the shield's wood.

Astrid patted Stormfly happily, marvelling at her beautiful dragon's work.

"Good job!" Hiccup exclaimed, smiling proudly.

Astrid beamed happily at him, her sky blue eyes sparkling as she stared at him, he stared back.

Tuffnut leaned towards Snotlout and whispered, "This so obvious even Bucket can see it."

Snotlout sniggered and smiled mischievously at Hiccup, thinking up a mastermind plan to get back at Hiccup for, well, just being Hiccup.

For taking his girl.

For being leader of the Dragon Academy.

For defeating the Red Death, or whatever the stupid dragon's name was.

For being the most wanted arch enemy of Alvin the Treacherous.

* * *

><p><strong>WOOHOO FIRST CHAPTER OF FIRST FANFIC!<strong>

**God, I hate my computer right now. I type down 'Hiccup' and my computer goes "WTF?!"**

**But **_**anyway, **_**would love to get a review from you peeps! (They don't call me TheGalloping**_**Cupcake**_** for no reason)**

**And I know that this chapter probably isn't actually very good, but the next chapters are WAY better (in my opinion anyway).**

**Hopefully I'll be able to get Chapter 2 up soon (since I've already written it down in me Trusty Notebook)! Though I **_**may**_** need to break it up into 2 chapters, 'cause it's like REALLY long. Oops.**

**And I've also just realized that this chapter is REALLY short. Sorry. It looks WAY longer when you're typing it up on Microsoft. But still, I think it was a pretty good start off for my story XD.**

**LOVE YA PEEPS! **


	2. What Sparkles in Your Mind

Chapter 2

What Sparkles in Your Mind

* * *

><p>Jewel heaved out a long exhausted breath as she pulled herself up the tall rocky cliff. She yelped as her foot slipped, pushing small stones down into the dark calm sea, she cringed as she listened to the clatter they made as they fell. She took a deep breath, "Almost there".<p>

She looked up, determination spreading all over her. She stretched out her arm and grabbed hold of the very top of the cliff, her fingers turning white as she gripped the flat surface. She moved her other hand next to it, giving her more strength to hold on. The girl pulled herself up to the top, her knees skidding against the jagged rocks.

Bringing herself to her feet, she looked around, the village of Berk wasn't far.

She sighed and began to heave out heavy breaths. Her throat was dry and her forehead was dripping with sweat.

A soft breeze sprang into the air, ruffling her thick layered red hair, which was held up tightly in a high pony tail. Her frizzy fringe swept across her face as the wind slowly grew a bit stronger, shifting the fur on her coat.

She stared wonderingly across the landscape, watched as the tree branches shivered with every breath of wind, looked as the fluffy white clouds sailed over her.

Her gaze shifted towards the small village of the island. The houses were strongly built and the people, from this distance anyway, looked pretty cheery.

She was about to take a step forward until she noticed a dark red figure drifting above the buildings. It wasn't a bird, but it had wings. _It couldn't be,_ she thought to herself. The figure drifted a bit closer, giving her a better look. She gasped, a _Monstrous Nightmare_! "So the rumors _are_ true!" She whispered excitedly.

In her awe and wonder, she took a step back, a bit too big a step back. She wobbled, her heel having nothing to put pressure on. She turned her head; the sea was pretty far down. She wobbled again, loosing her balance even more. Her body leaned further and further back, "Oh no," she muttered to herself. She tried to push herself forward but it was too late, she was already beginning to fall.

She screamed as she tumbled through the air, her arms reached out in front of her but all she could cling onto was the air that was zooming past her. She closed her eyes as she braced herself for the rock hard smack against the water. But instead she hit something softer.

She was lying down on her back, and found herself suddenly holding onto something rough and _scaly, _and she was still going through the air. But she knew the difference between falling and flying (from many rough situations) and she was pretty sure of which one she was doing right now.

She opened her eyes and looked forward, a young Viking teenager boy was sitting in front of her, his creamy colored hair flying right in front of her face.

"Did you get her?" A girl's voice said.

Jewel looked to her right, a young girl with the exact same hair as the boy was staring at her, smiling mischievously. The girl was sitting on the thin, scaly green and yellow neck of – Jewel gasped – a Zippleback!

_I'm actually flying on the back of a dragon!_ She thought to herself. She looked down, the sea was now far behind her and had been replaced by the harsh green treetops of 'The Woods that Howled'.

"'Course I did," the boy answered impatiently, he began to turn his head around to look at the girl sitting behind him, "God, you're even dumber than-" the boy stopped mid sentence as his eyes caught sight of Jewel. He hadn't realized that it was a_ girl_ who had been falling through the air. But then again, he had been wondering why the 'boy' had tones of hair frizzing up as if it was going to explode like a supernova as 'he' fell through the air.

_Oops._

The boy turned bright red as he stared at Jewel while her flaming red hair shifted through the air and her dazzling emerald green eyes sparkled in the sunlight. The boy smiled dreamily at her while the girl to his right seemed to be having a painful looking heart-attack of laughter.

Jewel herself began to blush a deep shade of scarlet as the boy continued to stare. But as her surprise and shock started to fade away, she suddenly realized that this was the stupidest darn thing in the whole damn world.

She scowled at him and spat, "In your dreams, weirdo!"

The boy continued to stare at her, "Aww, come on, maybe we could go out some-OWW!" He yelped as Jewel bashed him right in the nose, pushing him off the Hideous Zippleback. "Oh! I'm hurt! I am very much hurt!" He yelled as he fell through the treetops and onto the ground.

The girl groaned, "Aww great, we have to go grab him now!" She looked at Jewel for a second, then back down at the treetops the boy fell through. She shrugged, "Meh, it can wait. Barf up!" She shouted at the Zippleback.

The right side of the Zippleback's body began to turn up towards the sky. But instead of following course, the left head of the dragon had other ideas. It began to zoom downwards to rescue its fallen rider, dragging with it the other part of the Zippleback and the creamy haired girl.

Jewel held back the urge to scream as wind raced past her and the world became a blur.

The left Zippleback head pulled upwards while the other head continued to soar downwards. Jewel's fingers began to turn white as she gripped the Zipplebacks scaly neck, but it wasn't really making any difference since her whole body was turning white at the same time. She was going to be sick. Her stomach felt like it was a giant butterfly on a killing rampage and her head was the butterflies killing rampage knife.

As the two dragon heads played tug-of-war over their body, they began to loose control over the one thing that they were fighting over. The dragon's wings began to wobble, causing Jewel to loose her balance for a second or so, enough to make her feel like throwing up.

Then suddenly, the whole dragon began to twirl, flying through the air without even the slightest bit of control over anything.

The two girls screamed as they hung on with all their might. Jewel tried to figure out which was up and which was down, but whenever she did, the Butterfly on a killing rampage started attacking her even more.

Both of the Zippleback's heads squealed as they crashed through the treetops of The Woods that Howled. Jewel felt her grip on the dragon's back loosen, she felt herself leave the leather saddle that was bound to the its neck. Her hands scratched against the sharp branches as she fell. She stretched her arms out right in front of her face, and scrunched her eyes tightly shut only seconds before she hit the ground.

* * *

><p>"Hurry up Snotlout! Trader Johann'll be here any minute now!" Astrid pounded on the hard wooden door, her eyebrows pressed together in frustration and impatience.<p>

"Could Snotlout take any longer?" Hiccup groaned, resting his head on the palm of his hand as he sat waiting on the old stool outside Snotlout's house.

"Well, I _would_ be a bit quicker if I actually had some help here!" Snotlout yelled from inside.

Astrid rolled her eyes, "Yeah, like _that's_ gonna happen."

She smirked as a loud bang and clanking noise range out and a quiet "Ouch" came from inside.

Fishlegs was fidgeting ruthlessly with the fur on his large tunic, and paced back and forth stressfully. He moaned, "I'm going to miss out on my order at this rate!"

"Calm down, Fishlegs. It's not like Trader Johann is going to give it to someone else," Hiccup muttered.

Fishlegs continued pacing.

Hiccup and Astrid watched as Fishlegs got more and more stressed out.

Until finally: "I can't take it anymore! Why is this thing so important that he needs to show it to Johann anyway?" Fishlegs cried.

"Uhh….So he can _exchange_ it with him? You know…It's what they call '_trading_'?" Astrid pointed out sarcastically, crossing her arms.

Fishlegs scowled at her.

"Got it!" Snotlout shouted triumphantly as he strolled out the door holding up a dazzling crystal dagger, which caused Fishlegs to stare up at it, captivated.

Astrid frowned, "Isn't that your _father's _crystal dagger. The one that he practically _killed _his best friend with _just_ because he touched it?"

"Yep, that sounds about right," Snotlout replied, completely unfazed by what Astrid said.

"Isn't that a bit…Risky?" Fishlegs put in hesitantly.

Snotlout smirked, "Uhh…..Yeah?"

Hiccup stood up, "This is a really bad idea Snotlout. If your dad finds out…"

"He's not _going_ to find out!" Snotlout interrupted, "Besides, he only really uses it to kill dragons, which _is_ practically illegal. I'm just putting it to good use!"

Astrid looked at Hiccup expectantly. This wasn't going to end well, and he knew it. Her blonde hair sailed silently with the wind as she waited for him to say something.

Hiccup glanced at her for a second, thinking about what to do. He then began to look a bit flustered, and Astrid then realized that he knew he wasn't going to win this fight. "Okay, look. All we're saying is, you need to be extra careful right now, okay?"

Snotlout tossed the dagger in the air and caught it single-handed, "Oh, _please_. I'm always careful."

_Yeah, sure you are, _Astrid thought, turning around and walking off towards where Stormfly, Meatlug, Hookfang and Toothless were standing.

Hiccup and the other two boys followed silently.

* * *

><p>Toothless looked up as Hiccup's friend 'Astrid', strolled thoughtfully up to him, Stormfly, Meatlug and Hookfang.<p>

Astrid smiled a 'Hello' to him and then ran up to Stormfly and gave her a big loving hug.

Toothless' earflaps perked upwards as the familiar sound of metal shifting across the ground reached his hears. He ran joyfully up to his Best Friend, and received a heavenly scratch under his chin. He closed his eyes and purred happily, shivering with gleeful bliss.

"Hey bud," Hiccup whispered to him in a voice that he only used with Toothless, "How are ya?"

Toothless looked up at Hiccup with big, puppy eyes, and gave his rider his odd toothless grin. Hiccup smirked at this.

"_Now_ can we go?" Toothless perked his earflaps forward at the sound of the voice. It was Fishlegs, Hiccups friend. Toothless watched him curiously, Fishlegs seemed pretty impatient to go, Toothless could tell by the way he moved his round body, and by the way he breathed. His breathing was calm enough, but it was going a bit faster than usual, and it was a tiny bit shaky.

Toothless shook his head slightly, if there was one thing that annoyed him most about Fishlegs, it was the fact that he was dramatic, a bit too dramatic for Toothless' liking.

Toothless turned his head towards Hiccup, but stopped midway as his glowing green eyes caught sight of a bright glimmer that was disturbing his train of thought. He focused on the glimmer and realized that what was causing it was a peculiar looking crystal dagger.

"Trader Johann's gonna _love _this thing!" the boy holding it boasted.

Snotlout.

_Oh great, _Toothless thought.

That boy was _always_ boasting about, well…..Pretty much everything. Though, in a way, like all of Hiccup's friends, Toothless was rather fond of him. He _was_, afterall, the one who helped him rescue Hiccup from 'Outcast Island' when he was kidnapped by Alvin. But that _was_ practically the only time he was _actually_ being helpful, so Toothless didn't get his hopes up too high.

Toothless pushed his focus back to the dagger; the crystal was incredibly shiny for something that had such a worn out handle. 'Must have been polished recently' Toothless purred quietly.

"Is it just me, or is your dragon staring at me?" Snotlout pointed out to Hiccup.

"It's the dagger he's looking at, not _you_," Astrid, who was already sitting on her Nadder Stormfly, said.

"Dagger, me, whatever! It's still creeping me out," Snotlout scoffed, he looked at Toothless uneasily, then swiftly hid the dagger behind his back.

Toothless' eyes narrowed into slits and he growled.

Fishlegs took a step back, bumping into Meatlug, whose eyes were slits too. "Uhh, I really think you should take that dagger back to where you found it," Fishlegs said shakily.

"I worked _pretty_ hard to find this thing, I'm _not _gonna put it back!" Snotlout replied firmly.

Toothless suddenly sprang forward, but Hiccup grabbed hold of him just in time to hold him down. "Snotlout, show Toothless the dagger!" Hiccup instructed.

"WHAT?!" Snotlout shouted.

'Come _on_ Snotlout! Just _show_ me the darn thing!' Toothless growled, trying to look over Snotlout's shoulder, but Snotlout kept on moving around too much which made it rather difficult.

"He needs to know that it's not a threat!" Hiccup shouted as he tried to hold Toothless down with all his strength.

Finally realizing that strength wasn't exactly helping at the moment, Hiccup decided to take the gentler approach.

Hiccup softened his firm grip on Toothless' incredibly dark navy blue scales. "It's okay bud, its okay," Hiccup whispered soothingly, patting Toothless as calmingly as he could.

Astrid hopped off Stormfly and took a cautious step forward, wondering if she should help or not. But thinking better of it, she decided that her interfering would only make things worse, rather than better. But she stayed where she was and watched, prepared to jump in if things got little bit _too_ out of control.

Toothless resisted the urge to succumb to Hiccup's kind words and soothing hands. He _needed_ to see that dagger, he couldn't explain why (since even _he _didn't know), he just knew that he needed to.

He tried to grab it behind Snotlout's back with his teeth, but all he grabbed was the hem of Snotlout's vest of black fur. He let go of it and looked up to face Snotlout.

Snotlout shuddered slightly as Toothless stared him directly in the eye with narrowed slits.

Hiccup continued to try and calm Toothless, but Toothless ignored his efforts, trying to push past him and get to the dagger. But Hiccup stood firmly at his side and continued to hold him down.

Toothless struggled against Hiccup, his patience wearing thin. Until his patience snapped and he turned his head towards Hiccup and let out a low and angry growl right at his human friend.

In an instant Hiccup let go of Toothless and replaced his hands with a stare of dismay.

For a moment the two just stared at each other. It pained Toothless to look into those forest green eyes and see nothing but shock and pain in them.

Toothless took a deep breath, his ear flaps softened their pressure on Toothless' back, his eyes went back to their usual puppy-like state and he let out a quiet whimper.

Hiccup looked at him for a second longer; he then nodded his understanding and moved his gaze to Snotlout, finally ending the piercing stare.

He walked slowly up to Snotlout, who was shaking a tiny bit, and said quietly, "Just let him look at it, okay?"

Snotlout gripped the crystal dagger tightly behind his back and gave Hiccup a skeptic look, uncertain.

Hiccup sighed, "Just trust me on this."

Snotlout gulped, he put the dagger into one hand held it out in front of him.

Toothless' ears perked forward at the sight of the blade. He could tell that it was many years old, polish couldn't hide everything. Not rough, jagged edges of use. Not an incredibly worn out and tattered leather handle.

He leaned further forward and sniffed it. His eyes narrowed for a second, _Dragon's Blood._ But it was faint; the blade probably hadn't been used at all during the last year or so. The thought of that settled his thumping heart, but he still hated the fact that this very object killed his own kind.

He cocked his head to one side, there was still something hidden under the sickening smell and the sparkling crystal.

But what was it?

He leaned forward, closed his eyes, and sniffed it again...

* * *

><p><em>It was dark. Too dark for him to be able to see anything. He made an attempt to blink, but for some reason he wasn't able too, it was as if every muscle in his body had forgotten how to work.<em>

_**Forget about that, **__he told himself, __**use you ears.**_

_He pushed all the things he could see, feel or taste to the back of his mind, and focused on everything that was coming to his trusty ear flaps._

_At first, all he could hear was a muffled whisper, it sounded like the wind while it echoed to and fro, slithering like a snake through the depths of Toothless' mind. But as Toothless waited, it slowly became louder and louder._

_The sound was a shout. A deep low shout from a human. He heard the shout again, and this time it sounded like the voice was saying something. Toothless craned his ears to try and figure out what it was saying, but it sounded all jumbled and didn't make sense. _

_He heard another shout. It sounded a bit higher-pitched than the other one. And far, far more deadly._

_Then suddenly, the distinct sound of an object whirling through the air reached his ears, followed by an ear-splitting scream._

_Toothless cringed as the scream, filled with pain and utter horror, echoed through his head._

_The scream was like a gigantic clap of thunder, screaming at every corner of his mind. The scream felt odd to Toothless as it whirled through his head, it seemed to __**click**__ with something._

_But what was it?_

_It was a dragon scream, he knew that much, and it ended as suddenly as it came, being replaced by a loud crash against some sort of ground._

_Toothless took a deep breath, but something suddenly came over him, quickening his already racing heart._

_He had found what that scream clicked with._

_That scream was familiar to him. __**Too **__familiar._

_That scream was something he knew._

_He had known it every single day of his __**life**__!_

_There was only one type of dragon that even __**had **__that scream._

_Toothless' heart suddenly stopped beating as the realization dawned upon him._

_**Night Fury.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Hehe XD<strong>

**YAY! CHAPTER 2!**

**So, what did you guys think about my OC Jewel?! She may not be doing much at the moment, but she becomes a VERY important character later on!**

**Sorry if this chapter wasn't very good, I may rewrite it sometime, since now that I've re-read it a few times, I am suddenly finding myself cringing whenever I read the last part.**

***sighs* man, that part needs to be rewritten.**

**And it _may _take a while for chapter 3 to be up (Since I am beginning to get the symptoms of writers block) but we'll see how we go...**

**POST A REVIEW IF YA LIKED IT (Constructive criticism is always welcome)**

**BYE! **


	3. No, I'm Not Okay

**And I am back! XD**

**Hey dudes! I am soooo sorry for not updating this story during the past, like, **_**year.**_** But unfortunately I suffered a MAJOR case of writers block, and yeah. **

**It was annoying, since, I kept on thinking up the rest of the story in my head, but whenever I tried writing it down, it all just went **_**SPLAT!**_** And all of my motivation just simply melted away….**

**And also, soz about the last chapter, I know it wasn't very good. I was trying to make the ending at least somewhat exciting, but it basically just went all down the drain.**

**But enough talk for now! FINALLY I have finished chapter 3, and you guys can read it XD**

* * *

><p>Chapter 3<p>

'No, I'm not Okay'

Jewel had to admit, opening your eyes to find two almost identical teenagers staring down at you wasn't exactly the greatest way to wake up after falling from the saddle of a Hideous Zippleback and then plummeting to the ground, before, of course, getting knocked unconscious.

She rolled her eyes and groaned at the two. What were they? Twins?

_Probably, _she thought.

The boy, who now had a rather crooked looking nose that was a painful looking shade of greyish purple, nodded his head and said to the girl, "Yep, she's alive."

_Great, I'm surrounded by total idiots._

The girl smiled mischievously and whispered, "So…..Now what do we do?"

The boy shrugged stupidly. The girl rolled her eyes and stood up, with Jewel following suit. Jewel then turned around and began to walk away from them, her head held high and her attitude in check.

The boy called after her. "Hey! Where are you going? Don't you wanna stay?"

It sounded almost as if he was _pleading _with her.

Jewel rolled her eyes and turned around to look at him, crossing her arms. "And…...Why would I want to stay, especially with you two?"

the boy's face went bright red, making him look like his head was a tomato. "Uh….Well….I dunno…." he stammered, looking at his twin for help.

His sister obviously wasn't in the mood to help out though, so instead she rolled her eyes again. "Forget about _her_, Tuffnut. We need to go find our dragon!" She then turned around, so sharply that one her braids literally bashed her poor brother's already broken nose, and began to walk deeper into the woods.

_Did she just say 'dragon'?!_

Trying to contain her excitement, Jewel timidly stepped forward and asked, "Can I…..Um…Can I come with you? I mean, I've never properly met any dragons before."

Jewel had seen and _fought _many dragons before (though she wasn't particularly proud of the latter), but she didn't think that that actually counted as '_meeting' _a dragon. And she so desperately wished that she could meet one, even perhaps _train _one.

Her heart viciously attacked her chest with excitement at the thought, _Imagine that, _training _a dragon of my own!_

The boy, 'Tuffnut' looked at his sister, who raised and eyebrow and crossed her arms silently. Tuffnut shrugged in reply and gestured towards Jewel. His sister scowled and looked at Jewel, keeping her scowl.

_Oookay….._

Jewel rolled her eyes and raised an eyebrow, "Okay, look. I may not actually speak the language of siblingese or whatever, but I'm pretty sure that you guys want me to go, correct?" she asked. The girl, who still had a scowl on her face, nodded, while her brother shook his head pleadingly.

"Okay then. I'll leave you guys and continue on my way. Later losers!" She replied over her shoulder as she walked off in the other direction.

And even though she was trying to ignore the argument that had just sprung from the twins' lips, she couldn't help but catch the first few sentences:

"Oh great, _now _look what you did. You made her leave!" That was Tuffnut's voice.

The girl then replied saying: "Uh, I'm pretty sure I know a weirdo when I see one. And,"

The boy interrupted, yelling: "Oh yeah? Well _I'm _pretty sure I know an annoying _sister _when I see one!"

"You've known me for like sixteen years, and you just realised that?"

"Realised what?"

"That I am your annoying sister, dooface!"

Jewel sighed. _Oh boy._

The boy then decided to change subject after a short moment of silence and started complaining. "And look at this! I got this cut on my finger when I fell through the trees, because _someone _didn't try to rescue me!"

"Dude, you got that _paper _cut yesterday when you were writing that love letter to that girl you met a few months ago. And I should know, since I was basically the one telling you what to write."

Jewel made a face. _Okay, I don't even wanna know._

Tuffnut replied by saying: "Hmmm…..Maybe. But it still stings a bit….." and then finally he realised what she had been saying and yelped. "Wait, WHAT?! I was _not_ writing a love letter!"

"Was sooo!"

"Was not!"

"Was _sooo!"_

"Was _NOT!"_

Thankfully that was the last that she heard of the two yelling at each other. Though she _may _have heard the first few kicks, punches and slaps that could have been the start of a brawl. Like I said, she _may _have heard them fighting, and she couldn't be bothered to go and find out, so she picked up her pace, trying to get as much distance between the twins and herself as possible.

Once she had made it further into the woods, and well away from the annoying twins, she practically collapsed against the trunk of a large oak tree, the earlier events of the day finally catching up to her, and slowly slid down to the ground, sitting comfortably on a large circle of dirt in-between the tree's roots.

She stared at the trees around her. 'The Woods that Howled' was quite a sight, it was just so….._peaceful._ It was much more peaceful than the forest on her home island, that place was practically filled to the brim with centuries old booby traps (that still seemed to be able to catch you by surprise and give you a few injuries), dangerous plants and deadly beasts, mainly dragons. But these dragons were a whole lot different to the ones on Berk; Jewel never liked fighting them, of course (she wasn't very good at it, anyway), but they were vicious, and if you didn't at least _try _to attack first, one way or another, you'd be dead before you could even blink.

Jewel sighed and looked down at her now grubby hands. Thankfully, they both weren't too badly scratched, and her fingerless black gloves didn't seem to have any visible rips.

She took a deep breath, her elbows were aching like hell, they must've been the first part of her body that made contact with the ground. They were both badly bruised, nearly the exact same colour Tuffnut's nose was after she had punched him in the face.

_Which he _so_ deserved._

"I mean _seriously," _she muttered grumpily as she attempted to tuck her fringe behind her ear. And, of course, it fell back across her face anyway. "Why is it, that whenever I go to a new place, I seem to _always_ meet the weird muttonheads first?"

She sighed and rested her arm against her forehead. She felt _exhausted_. That climb up that cliff sure did test her strength, and then the ride with the twins had to test her giant lack of patience and her temper.

_What a wonderful way to say 'hello' to Berk._

She then decided to let her mind wander for a while, though she made sure that she didn't fall asleep, life at her home island had taught her that you should never let yourself fall asleep while in a forest unguarded, _especially _when you're in a forest you've never been to before. She only stopped dreaming when she suddenly realised how dry her throat felt.

It felt as dry as a dessert, actually, and whenever she attempted to swallow it felt like her throat had started up in flames. She reached down to her satchel, she kept a skin in there that, just this morning, she had filled up with fresh water.

She clawed at the air numerous times until her exhausted mind suddenly realised that her satchel wasn't there.

Her eyes widened in surprise and she glanced down, Her satchel wasn't there alright, and now that she had begun to think about it, the leather bag hadn't been with her when she had climbed up that cliff either.

_Had it fallen?_

_Did she leave it at her boat?_

_Or had someone taken it?_

Either way, somebody would've found it by now. And she knew exactly who she was going to check on first, whether they liked it or not.

* * *

><p>"You okay, bud?" Hiccup asked worriedly as he patted the shaking Night Fury.<p>

Toothless let out a shaky growl. _'No, I'm not okay.'_

Toothless then tried to edge his head over to the right so that he could get a good scan of his surroundings, since he had a shaking feeling that something bad was going to happen, but Hiccup pushed his head back in place so that he and Toothless were staring eye to eye.

Unless, of course, the dragon is trying to avoid eye-contact with you as much as possible.

"Toothless?" The first time he said the name the dragon ignored him and refused to look at his human friend. But when Hiccup said it a second time, and this time a lot more firmly, Toothless looked up at him with guilt written all over his face.

Hiccup took a deep breath. Over the past month, Toothless had been acting strangely, now that Hiccup thought about it. He had been twitching in his sleep and was waking up in hysterics, and began jumping in fright over some of the smallest things. Hiccup tried to remember when it had all started, but it had started out so unnoticeably, that it was impossible to know for sure.

Hiccup shook his head and tried to comfort his friend. "Toothless, it's gonna be okay. We're all safe here. See?" He gestured towards the cheery village behind him and stared fondly at his home as his thoughts began to drift off slightly. He felt gleeful to know that he was right, Berk _was _safe.

Well, as safe as it _could _be anyway.

But when the young viking looked back at the frightened Night Fury, he didn't see the strong confident dragon that he knew, he saw a petrified one that was frightened over something that Hiccup couldn't even understand.

_Did I miss something?_

He looked up to the clouds above and thought over what had just happened in his mind.

_Maybe that will help me find what I missed…_

* * *

><p>'All it had taken was a short sniff of the crystal dagger (which only lasted two seconds) and then suddenly things went a bit out of hand.<p>

Toothless' eyes shot open, his pupils almost straight lines, and he reared up on his hind legs, letting out a high pitched-squeal.

Snotlout took a hasty step back, but then realised that Astrid was now running towards them with a distinct look of worry on her face, so he shook himself while tightly clenching his fists, and looked up defiantly at the angry Night Fury, trying to show Astrid a thing or two about how much of a 'brave viking' he really was.

Not that she payed attention to him or anything.

"Will you calm your dragon down?!" He shouted at Hiccup.

Hiccup held his hands up in front of him as Toothless continued to panic. "Woah bud. It's okay, it's okay!" He said, mentally sighing with relief when he noticed Astrid run up to them and tried to force Toothless back down to the ground.

"Toothless. Calm. _Down!" _She commanded, her strong voice nearly shouting it out.

"Okay. _This, _is going _nowhere!" _Snotlout pushed past Hiccup, shoving him aside like a rag doll. Now standing infront of the dragon, he heaved his chest out in attempts to impress Astrid - which actually made him look like a total idiot, and also made Astrid roll her eyes and snort in disgust.

The sight of the dagger clutched in Snotlout's hand almost caused Toothless to completely lose his mind. He jumped into the air and flapped his mighty wings in fury. But the second his feet met the ground again, Snotlout took a step forward.

"Now you listen here!" He shouted, stomping his feet while pointing to the ground to put emphasise into what he was saying.

Toothless froze, his earflaps pricking slightly forward at the sudden outburst.

"This," Snotlout held up the dagger, "Is _my _crystal dagger! _Not _yours!"

Both Hiccup and Astrid groaned.

"I'm not entirely sure that that's the reason for all of this," Fishlegs spoke up shakily. Hiccup was actually surprised to see that Fishlegs was still leaning against Meatlug (who, at the moment, perfectly resembled a very overprotective mother), in fact, Hiccup had barely even registered the fact that Fishlegs was even there during all the chaos.

Toothless roared angrily at Snotlout, who instantly took a stepped backwards and turned his head towards Hookfang for help. But, unfortunately, his dragon seemed too occupied with chasing around a bright blue butterfly to even notice that his rider was in need of help.

Hiccup stepped forward and stood in-between Snotlout and Toothless. The raged dragon simply looked over Hiccup's head of auburn hair and snarled at Snotlout, showing the viking teenager his set of small, but deadly sharp, teeth.

Hiccup felt Snotlout shiver behind him, and he sighed, _This is gonna be a looong day. _

Hiccup looked up at his best friend, and the two shared a short moment where they both gazed into each others green eyes, until Hiccup accidentally broke it by shifting his eyes over to Astrid, who was still standing firmly by Toothless' side, continuously tackling Toothless' harsh movements.

But, with the Hiccup's eyes no longer piercing his like razor sharp daggers, the young Night Fury quickly wiggled his body around Hiccup and made a zooming grab for the crystal blade.

Hiccup spun around just in time to see Toothless' jaw open wide.

"Toothless, don't!" Hiccup warned, but it was no use, the very next second Toothless' sharp teeth snapped down onto the hard crystal, creating an odd _'CLANG!' _that echoed throughout the whole area.

Toothless' eyes narrowed and he pulled back moments later. The damn thing felt _awful _between his teeth, it was like his entire jaw had been electrocuted by a billion lightning bolts.

Toothless jumped back in fright, retracting his sharp teeth and licking his gums over and over again with his long tongue.

Which, unfortunately, didn't help that much.

Toothless shook his head in frustration, the awful feeling in his jaw still wasn't going away! It couldn't possibly be that hard to rid his poor teeth of it. Right?

Hiccup sighed, stepped forward, and did something he so wished that he had done the moment that all this had started. He scratched the dragon in the very special spot under his chin.

Toothless stood frozen for a second or two, and then fell to the ground with his eyes closed and his mouth letting out a soft purr before he drifted off into a nice peaceful sleep.

Everyone, including the dragons, seemed to all let out a huge sigh of relief in complete unison, with Snotlout looking like a deflating balloon.

Snotlout glared at Hiccup. "Why didn't you do that earlier? Your dragon could've killed me!" He yelled as he tucked the crystal blade into his belt.

Hiccup looked up at Snotlout. "I didn't think it would work."

"Didn't think it would work!?" Snotlout yelled, walking up to Hiccup until their noses were nearly touching. "Your dragon was trying to kill me, and you decided to do something - that would've helped a lot more if you had done it earlier - _now, _when Toothless _wasn't _trying to kill me, all because you _didn't think it would work?!"_

"He wasn't trying to kill you!"

"Oh really?" Snotlout shouted. "'Cause to me, it seemed a lot like he _was_!"

Astrid groaned, she had officially had enough. She left Toothless' side and stomped up to the two arguing teenagers. She shoved herself in-between the two, pushing them both away from each other.

"That's it!" She yelled. "You two! Stop fighting before you start a war. Okay?!"

Snotlout opened his mouth to say something, but Astrid elbowed him in the guts before even a syllable could exit his mouth. And she elbowed him hard.

Snotlout yelped, clutching his stomach while also trying to breathe again.

"I don't wanna hear it!" Astrid instructed savagely. She then finally took a deep breath and looked back to Fishlegs for some help, only to realise that he wasn't there. And neither was Meatlug. Astrid rolled her eyes, he must've snuck away from the fight to get to Trader Johann early.

She looked back at Hiccup and Snotlout. "Now, you two better stop blaming one another before I strangle you! Especially you Snotlout!"

Snolout clamped his mouth shut, not daring to say another word.

Hiccup sighed. "You guys should go. I don't want you guys to miss out on getting new stuff just because I'm having difficulties with my dragon."

Astrid looked at Hiccup for a second, while Snotlout ran off towards Hookfang. "Good," he snapped, jumping up onto his dragon's back. "Let's go Hookfang," he commanded, a scowl on his face as the Monstrous Nightmare took off.

Hiccup heaved out yet another sigh, watching Snotlout and Hookfang go. After a while he pulled his eyes away from them and turned to face Astrid. Concern was written all over her face.

"Astrid you should go too, Stormfly will be getting impatient," he told her reluctantly.

Astrid looked back at her Deadly Nadder, sure enough, she was already making irritated noises and pacing back and forth. Astrid nodded and looked back at Hiccup, "Will you be okay on your own?" she murmured.

Hiccup nodded. "I'll catch up with you later, okay?"

"Okay."

Hiccup patted his snoring dragon's head and watched as Astrid and Stormfly flew up into the sky and glided towards the docks.

He stared down at the sleeping Night Fury, knowing full well that he would wake soon. Hopefully he would be a bit calmer when he did…..'

* * *

><p>Hiccup replayed these events over and over in his head, but still couldn't make total sense of it. Why had Toothless acted so badly when he saw the crystal dagger? And why did he become even more out of control once he had properly sniffed it?<p>

He looked into Toothless' neon green eyes. Really _looked _into them. Those eyes were practically radiating with fright, fear, anger and desperation.

_But why?_

"I wish you could tell me what was wrong," Hiccup murmured. He took a deep breath. "It's going to be okay, bud. I'm here for you if you need me." But even Hiccup wasn't sure whether he believed what he was saying or not. _Was it really going to be okay? And even if I was always there for Toothless, will I be able to help him properly?_ All these thoughts began clouding Hiccup's mind, he tried shaking them off, but they had already glued themselves into Hiccup's brain and they weren't going to be leaving him any time soon.

"Come on, bud. Let's go for a ride."

The second the words left Hiccup's mouth, Toothless' heart instantly felt lighter. His ears pricked forward, his pupils rounded in delight, and his mouth slowly twitched into his goofy toothless smile.

Hiccup laughed, happy to see his best friend cheered up. He lifted himself up into Toothless' saddle, readying himself for a nice and peaceful flight that he was hoping they would both enjoy.

* * *

><p><strong>Well that was kinda depressing. Poor Hiccup…..<strong>

**FINALLY, ANOTHER CHAPTER! To all those who waited so long for this next chapter, congrats, and look out for a delivery of a thousand free cupcakes!**

**Oh, and if you're wondering why Hiccup didn't think up the scratching under the chin thing before this chapter, the answer to that is this: I'm the Queen of Stupid People (since I actually rewrote that part so that the problem with Toothless' panic attack was actually resolved in a more reasonable and intelligent way than what I had originally wrote (trust me, you don't even wanna read the original piece, it's so bad that I am beginning to worry about my sanity))**

**Gah! I'm really worried that I'm making Snotlout **_**really **_**evil! someone even commented about it D:**

**I'm not trying to make him seriously evil, I just think that I'm over exaggerating Hiccup and Snotlout's strained relationship a bit too much. Oops.**

**OH! And just to warn you guys, sooner or later I may change the name to this story, AND also the summary, since the original plan for this story was to have this big full length novel-thing. But now, I've begun to have soooo many ideas that just won't be able to fit into one story, so I'm most likely gonna make a series or something. Which means that this story will be shorter and the storyline will be different to what I originally planned.**

**So, once I've got the storyline for this one fully planned out, expect a change of title and summary.**

**And I'm sorry if you didn't like that last chapter, I personally don't particularly like how the ending to it went. I may rewrite a bit!**

**BUT ANYWAY**

**So, what did you guys think!? Did you like it? I know that not much actually happened during this chapter, but hey, I think we got a better look at my OC Jewel's personality! YAY! (Ruff and Tuff are screwed!)**

**So, review and tell me what you think (to be honest I think I'm the most pleased with this chapter, the first two are a bit rough and need some redoing). **

**Constructive Criticism is always welcome!**

**FUN FACT: I was actually listening to the HTTYD soundtrack while typing this up, and guess what song came up when I was writing the part when Snotlout's being a big meanie? Yes, That's right, FORBIDDEN FRIENDSHIP! (What a perfect song for such a part *cough* *cough*)**

**Now, if you'll all excuse me while I go and re-watch all the clips and trailers for the sequel of my #1 favourite film of all time (a.k.a. HTTYD 2)…**

**BYE GUYS!**


	4. Gone and a Rusty Scabbard

**YO DUDES!**

**Sorry for the wait. I was going to finish this and everything yesterday, but me and my sister went to see The Amazing Spiderman 2 (which was EPIC by the way). And I probably would've finished this earlier if I didn't keep on coming up to moments in the chapter that kept on giving me mental blanks on what to write next.**

**So yeah. XD**

**Oh! Thank you all for the lovely reviews! I really enjoy reading them :)**

**It's good to know that people are liking my story.**

**Also, who else here is already freaking out about HTTYD 2? I know I am! Whenever I think about it, I get butterflies in my stomach :D :D :D (WHY CAN'T IT GET HERE ALREADY!?)**

**But anyway!**

**Without further ado, I give you chapter 4!**

**(And I know, the chapter title is weird)**

* * *

><p>Chapter 4<p>

Gone and a Rusty Scabbard

Fishlegs sat down next to Meatlug, staring out at the docks while twiddling his thumbs impatiently. He sighed with boredom and began unconsciously tapping his feet against the ground in agitation. But he then stopped after a while when he felt Meatlug's belly rumble and then heard her let out a short low growl.

Foshlegs looked at her, patting her affectionately on the head. "Don't worry girl, Trader Johann is probably just late today. That's all," he reassured the Gronckle. But as he looked back at the giant sea, staring off into the horizon, he began to have his doubts; There wasn't a boat in sight, and he had this nagging feeling in his gut that there wasn't going to be a sighting of one anytime soon.

he twiddled his thumbs a bit more. But after a while his boredom reached its limit. He groaned with exasperation and stood up, stretching his arms out. "Come on girl. Let's go home," he decided, stretching his arms a bit more. He then turned around, and walked back to the village, looking forward to eating some fish with his dragon.

That is, until he walked straight into someone else's forehead.

Fishlegs shrieked in horror and toppled over, his back hitting the ground. He wasn't entirely sure whether he was scared because of the fact that it had given him a fright, or the fact that the person he bumped into was Snotlout.

"_Ow! _What the-? _Fishlegs_!" Snotlout spluttered in surprise, rubbing his temple irritably, with Hookfang in the background coughing out weird gurgling sounds that Fishlegs had a feeling was laughter.

"Uh….Sorry…..Uh….S-Snotlout," Fishlegs stammered, sweat beginning to form at the back of his neck as he got himself back onto his feet.

Snotlout growled angrily at him, he _really _wasn't having a good day today; first he hurts himself while looking for his dad's crystal dagger, then Hiccup's stupid dragon tries to kill him, and _then _when he and Hookfang were flying down to the docks Hookfang decided to burst into flames for no particular reason, and _now _he has to be reminded that Fishlegs actually _lives_ here.

Snotlout clenched his fists to try and calm his annoyance and anger, his nails digging into his palms. His face went red, and it took all of his willpower to not actually punch Fishlegs right in the face.

But Snotlout just clenched his teeth and stomped past the big teenager, making sure to shove Fishlegs roughly aside as he did so.

He may have done it a bit too hard though, since Fishlegs would've met the ground for the third time in the last few _minutes _if Meatlug hadn't been standing there to catch him.

Once Fishlegs regained his balance (with a little help from Meatlug), he opened his mouth to something along the lines of: "What was _that _for?" But soon decided against it, since when he turned to face the mean viking, Snotlout was already sitting down on one of the docks with his feet dangling above the water, too far away to hear Fishlegs. Hookfang lay down beside Snotlout, watching with fascination as a large seagull flew up into the clouds.

"You should probably leave him alone, or he'll start destroying everything in sight," a familiar voice said behind him.

Fishlegs looked at her over his shoulder, Astrid _herself _looked like she was going to destroy everything in sight if he said something wrong. But thankfully, Fishlegs knew she wouldn't actually do that. No, she was more likely to wield her axe at him.

To be honest, Fishlegs wasn't entirely sure whether or not that thought was supposed to reassure him, but he tried to look at the bright side. Which he found very difficult to find.

Fishlegs swallowed down the majority of his fears and scanned his surroundings for a certain dragon rider. "Where's Hiccup?" He asked, and then realised that there were two other vikings that were nowhere to be seen. "And where's the twins?"

Astrid shrugged. "Hiccup's most likely gone out for a ride with Toothless, he said he'd be back soon. The twins….I dunno. Where do you _think _they'd be?"

Fishlegs thought for a second. "Probably finding new things to blow up with Barf and Belch."

"Exactly," Astrid said, looking down at the docks while patting Stormfly's scaly neck. "Trader Johann not here yet?"

Fishlegs sighed and nodded with irritation. "It's really weird. Trader Johann is hardly ever _this _late! Unless, of course, he lost his ship at…..Breakneck bog….again," Fishlegs whispered, shivering slightly at the terrifying memory.

Astrid rolled her eyes. "Fishlegs, if Trader Johann has already gotten his boat lost there once, I _highly _doubt that he would be stupid enough to allow that to happen _again_."

Fishlegs nodded, but wasn't convinced.

Astrid looked at him for a second. "So, no one has gotten _any _word from him?"

Fishlegs shook his head. "None."

Astrid contemplated this for a moment, then came to decision: "We better tell Hiccup about this."

* * *

><p>The young viking smiled as he and Toothless blasted through the clouds, creating a thin trail of white mist behind them. They shot down from the sky, free falling until they were only about two or so meters from experiencing the rock hard impact of hitting the ocean. Toothless spread out his wings, catching the wind beneath them so that the two were no longer facing downwards. They glided softly for about a minute or so and then, with a few clicks from Hiccup's prosthetic, they were diving beneath the somewhat enormous waves, making their way under the falling water just before it crashed back down into the sea.<p>

Both toothless and Hiccup breathed in the blissful smell of the sea, their smiles getting even bigger as it sprayed all over their faces. Hiccup shook his head slightly to rid his hair of some of the ocean's water, laughing when Toothless playfully dived into the sea the second his hair was almost completely dry. Though at the speed that they were flying, Hiccup wasn't wet for long after Toothless jumped back out of the water again.

Hiccup sighed, the wind in his face, and rubbed Toothless' neck gently. The young Night Fury purred happily, beating his wings against the gust. Hiccup looked back at Berk, the island now a small speck on the horizon. "We should probably be getting back now, bud. Or my dad's gonna start a search party," he told the dragon, who let out a soft moan in response.

"Yeah, yeah, I know. I wish I could fly around forever too, but we'll go out again tomorrow. Okay?"

Toothless perked up at this, his earflaps shooting forward and his eyes widening with excitement.

"Come on, let's go," Hiccup pressed down into his stirrup, the clink of the metal ringing distinctly as Toothless' prosthetic tail moved into a new position. Toothless gracefully turned back the way they had come, now speeding towards his home with breathtaking agility.

Once they had neared the island of Berk, the two slowed down a bit, carefully dodging the massive cliffs and rock towers as the beach got slowly closer.

When they were close enough to land, Toothless' paws met the ground with hardly any noise, his feet already sinking into the soft sand. Hiccup took his feet out of the saddle's stirrups and jumped down from Toothless' back, scratching his best friend's forehead affectionately.

Hiccup chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck as he stared back out at the sea, watching as the water formed into waves and then broke, spraying white sea foam in every direction.

He sighed, and for a few moments he just took it all in. But after a while, as he stood there by the sea shore gazing into the distance, Hiccup suddenly noticed something. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see a small rowboat lying on the sand a few meters away, facing the large cliff that marked the edge of 'The Woods that Howled'.

Hiccup turned his head to properly look at it, judging by the still damp timber, it hadn't been there long. How long, Hiccup had no idea. He stared at it curiously, walking towards the boat with caution. Once he reached it, he noticed a leather satchel lying on the boat's wooden seat.

He picked it up, handling it with care. He then undid the straps that held the flap down and peeked inside.

There wasn't much, just a loaf of bread, a leather skin filled with water and a leather bound book, a diary.

Hiccup reached down into the bag, grasping the diary firmly, and pulled it out. He knew it wasn't very polite to look into other people's stuff, but, as usual, his curiosity got the better of him.

The book was quite worn, a layer of leather on the book's cover peeling off right between Hiccup's fingers. _Weird, _Hiccup suddenly realised, _None of these things have a crest on them._

He opened the book carefully, worried about tearing the pages, but soon realised that there was no need, since the paper was still quite strong.

Eagerly flipping through the pages, Hiccup's interest only grew as he saw that the diary was _full _of carefully drawn out maps, journal entries and, of course, drawings and random doodles littered all over the place, and they were actually kind of good.

Hiccup continued to stare down at the pages, looking at many of the things that you'd find in _his_ journal.

In all his awe and curiosity, he at first failed to notice that something, which he hadn't perceived earlier, had fallen out of the satchel and tumbled down onto the sand.

Toothless had seen it though, and the second he did, he strode towards it, his earflaps pricking forward with interest, but his pupils eyeing it discreetly.

After a while, Toothless found himself beside Hiccup and right infront of the strange object. Hiccup, who was too interested in that lumpy old book, didn't even notice Toothless, not even when the Night Fury's wing brushed against his arm.

Toothless rolled his eyes. _'Typical._'

He then lowered his head, eyeing the object closely, and gave it an ever so slight nudge.

Nothing happened.

'Good,' he purred to himself, too quietly for his human friend to hear. 'It didn't blow up. Which means that it is most likely not one of those annoying pranks that those two deranged delinquents always think up.'

Toothless sniffed it curiously, aside from the distinct smell of metal and leather, there was a faint smell of sea salt and timber, as well as….. 'Hmm…What _is _that?" Toothless growled. The smell was coming from _inside _the strange object, Toothless could smell it as the abnormal scent practically _leaked _through the leather and metal casing of the object.

The scent was weird, it wasn't metallic or copper, even though it smelt a lot like it was. There was a strange hint of….. '_Argh!_ What _is _that smell?!' It smelled so _familiar_, in fact he felt like he had actually smelled the same odour earlier that day.

'But when? And what had the smell come from?' Toothless growled with impatience and agitation.

Hearing the growl, Hiccup pulled his eyes away from the book and looked down at Toothless. "What's up, bud?" He asked, putting the journal back inside the satchel and kneeling down beside the dragon.

Toothless glanced at Hiccup and then nudged the strange object once more. Hiccup picked it up and wiped some of the sand off. He looked at it inquisitively, staring at it from different angles and rubbing the leather with his thumb.

"It looks like…Some sort of knife or something…" He observed, noticing the the thin, tiny gap between what was most likely the scabbard and the handle. The scabbard was quite plain, just some metal at the bottom, forming an arrow up the middle, with the rest, right up to the pointy bit, being leather. The handle was made entirely out of metal, and then wrapped in leather for grip. It looked like it had been redone many times, since Hiccup noticed the small places where more metal was melted onto it for repair. Engraved into it was an emerald, expertly cut into an oval. In the sun's light it seemed to give off some sort of fluorescent glow around its edges. Both Hiccup and Toothless watched in captivation as the glow shifted over the gem while Hiccup turned the knife around in his hands.

Hiccup then grabbed hold of the scabbard firmly with his right hand, his left still holding the handle, and pulled with all his might.

It didn't even budge.

Hiccup pulled it again, his eyebrows furrowed on concentration. There was still no noticeable difference.

Toothless looked at Hiccup curiously, not entirely sure whether he should be amused or not about what his rider was doing. The Night Fury purred quizzically at Hiccup, who paused his attempts to pull the scabbard off and looked at Toothless.

"It isn't budging bud," Hiccup explained, his hands now a bit sore. "The water must've caused it to get all rusty." He sighed, staring up at the clouds thoughtfully.

Toothless watched Hiccup's gazing eyes for a few short moments and then growled with impatience. They had both been sitting around on this beach for too long, and Toothless was getting bored.

Hiccup jumped at the sudden noise and cast a short glance at his friend. He couldn't help but chuckle slightly when he saw the annoyed look on Toothless' face. "Okay. Fine. We can go home now," Hiccup reassured the dragon, picking up the satchel and putting everything back inside it.

He then slung the bag over his shoulder, and fitted himself back onto Toothless' saddle, and reconnected his prosthetic leg into its stirrup.

"Let's go, bud," he said, getting ready for take off as Toothless spread his large wings out into the open air.

* * *

><p>"<em>Gods!<em> Where _is _he?" Astrid yelled to the sky, her patience slowly creeping closer to breaking point.

"Astrid, calm down! Didn't you say that Hiccup was most likely going out for a ride with Toothless for a bit, anyway?" Fishlegs reasoned, beginning to get slightly nervous about Astrid's raging temper.

"Yes, but he took off, like, an _hour _ago!" Astrid exclaimed, pacing back and forth with her arms crossed.

"He probably just lost track of time! I mean, he did the _exact _same thing this morning!" Snotlout pointed out, rolling his eyes and clearly not wanting to be there.

"That was different!' Astrid said, remembering the lie Hiccup had told them to cover up the fact that he and Toothless had both slept in.

"_How _was it different?!" Snotlout asked her.

Astrid glared at him angrily. "Because this time, _somebody _gave him a good reason to leave!"

"_WHAT?!" _Snotlout bellowed. "Okay, you did _not _just say that!"

"Oh yes I did!" Astrid shouted back.

Meanwhile, Fishlegs was shaking in fear while watching from the sidelines, leaning against Meatlug. He wanted to go in-between them, he really did. But whenever he began to take a step forward, it would dawn upon him how much of a chance he'd have to make it out alive.

Which was was quite close to none.

It was also quite worrying as he watched both Hookfang and Stormfly begin to get more and more agitated by the second. They were both squawking at each other, clawing at the ground with their feet and flaring their wings out threateningly.

Meatlug growled, her pupils becoming slits as she glared at the two dragons. 'You two, stop it!' She rumbled with aggravation.

Hookfang and Stormfly didn't listen.

And just when the fight was starting to reach its limit, Fishlegs noticed something in the sky flying towards them.

"Uh…Guys?" Fishlegs said timidly, a bit too quiet for anyone to hear.

"Why is it, that whenever something happens to your _boyfriend_, you blame me?!" Snotlout exclaimed.

Astrid growled. "_Because, _if it weren't for you, we'd already have told Hiccup about-!"

"Told me about what?"

Astrid spun around in surprise, while Snotlout practically fell over himself in fright.

"Hiccup!" Astrid cried, running towards him as he dismounted the saddle, with Toothless eyeing the crystal dagger strapped to Snotlout's waist cautiously.

"Hey Astri- _OW_!" Hiccup yelped, clutching his shoulder where Astrid had just punched him. "What was _that _for?"

"_That _was for scaring me. You were gone for _ages_!"

"Not saying that that was a _bad_ thing," Snotlout snickered, laughing at his own joke. But he instantly stopped when he saw Astrid giving him a death glare so terrifying (in Snotlout's eyes anyway), that it shouldn't have been humanly possible.

Hiccup ignored Snotlout's comment, and raised an eyebrow at Astrid, still rubbing his shoulder. "Why were you so worried? I had _told _you that I'd catch up with you later!" He pointed out, patting Toothless' head.

"_See_!" Snotlout boasted, his arms crossed. "_We _were right. But did you listen?"

Fishlegs groaned. "You just never know when to quit, do you Snotlout?" He murmured.

Astrid growled, grabbing Snotlout by his collar and staring into his eyes menacingly. "_Excuse _me?" She whispered coldly, smiling slightly when she saw sweat beginning to drip down Snotlout's brow. "I didn't quite catch that last part."

Hiccup placed a hand on Astrid's shoulder. "Astrid, stop," he said firmly.

Astrid stood there for a second, not even blinking as she glared at Snotlout. The entire world seemed to be holding its breath.

She then rolled her eyes, sighed, and let Snotlout drop back down to the ground.

Snotlout gasped for breath, his knees shaking. He ran back to Hookfang, who had now calmed down a bit, looking like his pants were on fire.

Hiccup watched as Astrid stood there fuming. "Are….Are you okay?" He asked timidly, preparing himself for the slow and painful death that may or may not happen.

Astrid sighed, her muscles relaxing. "Yeah, I'm fine. Sometimes…..Sometimes I just feel like _strangling _him! You know?"

Hiccup nodded. "Mmhmm. I think all of us have felt that at least once. Even Fishlegs."

Astrid looked over at said viking, who was still looking between her and Snotlout, shaking slightly and looking like a petrified puppy.

_To be honest, I highly doubt Fishlegs could even bare the thought of stepping on an ant, let alone strangling Snotlout, _Astrid thought. Though she was still able to recollect those occasional moments where Fishlegs had shown his aggressive side. But she was still doubtful that Fishlegs could think up such a thing.

She looked back at Hiccup sceptically, and noticed the satchel hanging from his shoulder. She tugged at its straps. "Uh…What's this? Because it is _definitely _not your satchel."

"How would you know that? For all you know, it _could _be my satchel," Hiccup pointed out, grabbing hold of the satchel protectively.

Astrid rolled her eyes. "Because, for one, there is no Berk crest on it. And two, _none _of your stuff is made out of this type of leather."

Hiccup took a step back. "I never knew you were such an expert on that kind of thing."

She groaned with impatience. "Come _on, _Hiccup! I mean, look at it! Look at all the sewn on patches and and the stitching and all. I _know _I'm not an expert, but I don't think _anyone _has seen something made by you look like _this_. And besides, I've been to Gobber's workshop enough times to know that _that _type of leather has never been there."

Hiccup sighed and held his hands up in surrender. "Okay, okay, you got me. I actually found this in an abandoned rowboat on the beach."

"An abandoned rowboat? On the beach?" Fishlegs whimpered, his mind reeling with terrifying possibilities.

Hiccup nodded. "Yeah, there wasn't anyone in sight either."

Astrid furrowed her eyebrows in thought. "Weird….."

Snotlout stepped forward with interest. "What's in it?" he asked eagerly.

"Some bread and water…There was also some sort of journal, and a knife of some kind," Hiccup answered.

Astrid eyed the satchel curiously. "A knife?"

"Yeah, but the water must've rusted the scabbard, because it won't come off," Hiccup explained.

"Well maybe you can let _me _have a try at getting it off," Snotlout suggested, flexing his brawny muscles.

Hiccup stared him with a raised eyebrow, remembering fully well when Snotlout had broken their only chance of escape in half when they had gotten stranded on Outcast Island. "Uh…..No thanks, Snotlout. I think we have a few other ideas on how to get it off."

Snotlout pouted. "Suit yourself."

Hiccup looked back at Astrid. "So…What is it you guys wanted to tell me about?"

"Oh!" Astrid exclaimed, having almost completely forgotten about the situation. "Well…..."

* * *

><p>"I <em>knew<em> it! I _knew _I shouldn't have trusted you to find Barf! Now we've gotten ourselves lost!" Ruffnut clonked her twin on the head, stomping past him and looking down a large hill, searching for any signs of a Hideous Zippleback.

So far, none.

"Oh _p-lease_! I know _exactly _where we're going. And who said that we were supposed to find Barf? It's Belch we have to find first! I know he's around here somewhere," Tuffnut said, peeking into a rather small rosemary bush.

"No, we need to find Barf first! He blows stuff up better!"

"Barf can't blow stuff up! Only Belch can do that!" Tuffnut shot back.

"Oh yeah? Prove it!" Ruffnut challenged.

"Fine, I _will_! Once I've found Belch!" Tuffnut accepted, looking behind a large tree trunk.

"Good! And once _I've _found Barf, I'll prove to _you _that he's the better exploder!"

"Fine!"

The twins then separated and took different paths through the forest, both searching for their missing dragon.

Little did they know that something was watching them, lurking silently in the darkest shadows of the woods. His mouth crackled and lit up, his pupils cold slits. His tail twitched slightly when a few small sparks flicked out of its spikes. He let out a low, menacing growl, bluish-white smoke beginning to flow softly out of his mouth. The scales all over his body began to flare up with light as his heart began beating even faster as he waited for the moment to strike.

* * *

><p><strong>MAN, that took longer than I expected. *collapses from exhaustion*<strong>

**Sorry that nothing very exciting happened in this chapter. BUT I HAVE BIG PLANS FOR NEXT CHAPTER! BIG PLANS!**

**So yeah, this chapter is basically just building up to all the big stuff that I've planned for chapter 5.**

**I feel so sorry for the twins at the moment, Jewel's coming after them and now ANOTHER mysterious character is coming after them. (If you pay close attention to how I described him and everything, then you can probably figure out what (not who) it is)**

**Speaking of Jewel, she didn't appear in this chapter! D:**

**I had planned to include her in this chapter, but then I realised that if i did, this chapter would become WAY too long, and you guys would have to have waited a lot longer.**

**But even though she doesn't appear in this chapter, you still get to find out a few things about her!**

**And I'm sorry if there's any stupid mistakes in this, I currently have a really bad cold and my mind may not be working very well. I can practically feel it slowly decay into mush...**

**AHHHH I'M SO EXCITED ABOUT HTTYD 2 I CAN'T EVEN BREATHE!**

**Don't forget to post a review and tell me what you think! Constructive Criticism is always welcome!**

**Okay, I'm gonna go back to watching HTTYD 2 trailers.**

**BYE DUDES!**


	5. As the Storm Grows

**HEY DUDES!**

**Hehe…How are you?**

…**..Please don't kill me.**

**Pwease?**

**I AM SOOOOOOO SORRY! I know, I haven't updated in like 2-3 weeks. I hadn't suffered from writers block or anything (I mean, I was writing the chapter in my notebook every day). I guess this chapter is one of those ones that are just like "Finish? Pffft!" and yeah.**

**Plus my English teacher gave us this MASSIVE assignment/project thingy to finish, and she only gave us like a week to do it (you may not think of a week as bad, but trust me. When you give that kind of homework to someone who is usually too busy rewatching all of the HTTYD 2 videos that have been released, it's bad).**

**Also, if you wanna see a rough design of Jewel that I made, go onto my profile, and click on the link that takes you to my DeviantART page! The drawing will be in my gallery, labeled: HTTYD OC # 2: Jewel.**

**I think this chapter may be my longest yet! And while writing it, I passed page 100 in my notebook! WOOOT! And yes, I am that kind of person who numbers their pages.**

**OK, I'll stop blabbing now…..**

**ENJOY!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 5<p>

"So, what _you're _saying, is that Trader Johann hasn't turned up in the last few hours?" Hiccup asked, making sure he understood perfectly.

Fishlegs nodded eagerly. "Mmhmmm. And he's hardly _ever _late like this!"

Hiccup raised an eyebrow and looked at Astrid, unimpressed. "And…You're freaking out about this because….."

"_Because_, remember the last time Trader Johann was late?" Astrid pointed out.

"He got stranded at sea and his ship turned up in Breakneck Bog. Who cares?" Snotlout answered, his arms crossed and his attitude in check.

Fishlegs, Astrid and Hiccup all ignored this and continued on with their conversation as if Snotlout didn't even exist.

"Yeah, I remember. But he was a _lot _later than this!" Hiccup reasoned.

Astrid thought about this for a bit, and then turned to Fishlegs. "He does have a point, you know."

Fishlegs looked at her like she had just slapped him. "B-But…But what if he _never _turns up? What if we end up waiting for _days_ for him to come, a-and we found out that he _died_, or-or…"

"Wait a second," Snotlout interrupted. "Since when did _you _care for Trader Johann so much? He's just a boring old weirdo whose only use is being able to take stuff _from _you and then give you new stuff!"

'And also being able to make vikings and dragons alike die of boredom whenever he opens his mouth,' Toothless grumbled, his spine tingling whenever his eyes found their way to Snotlout's dreaded crystal dagger.

Fishlegs scowled. "Hey! Treat Trader Johann with respect!"

"Why? He's not even here."

Hiccup sighed with exasperation. "Guys, come on. Really?"

But Fishlegs wasn't finished. "What if he was dead and watching us right now in Valhalla?"

Snotlout snorted. "If only."

"Snotlout, Fishlegs. Stop it," Astrid commanded.

But she went unheard, and Snotlout and Fishlegs both looked like they'd start throwing punches at any second (though whether or not Fishlegs would go through with that was unclear).

"Trader Johann is very important to Berk!" Fishlegs said proudly.

"Well he isn't important to _me. _And to _me, _that's all that matters!"

Astrid groaned, her patience and temper had been tested _way _too many times today. She stomped up to Fishlegs, grabbing him by his ear, and dragged him back over to Meatlug, with the big teenager yelping in pain as her pinching grip on the tip of his ear hardened.

Once she had plonked Fishlegs back beside his Gronckle, she spun around and began stomping briskly over to Snotlout, who was already fleeing from the intense pain that he knew would come if he didn't move quickly. He then squatted down behind Hookfang, breathing heavily as he heard Astrid's footsteps get closer and closer.

But Astrid decided not to go through with the plan to put Snotlout in hell, and instead just simply turned around, walking back to Stormfly, knowing that she had made her point.

Hiccup nodded to Astrid in gratitude. "Thanks."

"Don't mention it," Astrid replied, not even looking at Hiccup as she busily scratched Stormfly under the chin.

Fishlegs, who was still rubbing his poor ear, exhaled deeply, and coughed. "Does…..Anyone else….S….Smell…..That?" he said groggily, suddenly feeling very light headed and also quite sick in the stomach.

Snotlout crawled out from behind Hookfang and sniffed the air. "I don't smell any- woah….What….._Is _that?" He murmured, swallowing down vomit. "I feel like I'm…Gonna be…Sick…." were his final words before his eyes rolled up to the back of his head and he collapsed on the ground, practically unconscious, moaning miserably.

The dragons didn't seem as badly affected as the teenagers, but they could sure smell the Red Death awful scent. Toothless sneered, his eyes horrified and disgusted slits. Both Stormfly and Hookfang were shaking their heads, baring their teeth. Sadly, Meatlug was the only dragon who ended up falling on their back with their tongue sticking out and their eyes staring unfocused into the distance.

Hiccup covered his nose and mouth with his hand, _still_ feeling quite disorientated. He clutched the satchel over his shoulder tightly, staring as the air clouded with murky green gas that could've only come from a Hideous Zippleback. He turned around a full circle, wondering where Astrid and Toothless were, but then again he kind of didn't want to know because all he could hear was moaning and the squawking of….

_A Zippleback! _Hiccup thought, not even daring to open his covered mouth. _I swear, if this turns out to be all Ruff and Tuff's idea, I'm going to _kill _them!_

Hiccup felt a slight shiver go up his spine when he heard a slight slither of a tale behind him. He spun around, breathing heavily into his palm and staring wide-eyed at the shadowy shapes that he could see through the gas. His heart was beating against his ribcage, so hard it actually _hurt_. Hiccup knew that somewhere in this fog, something was watching him, he could feel it in his bones.

_Where is Toothless? _he repeated over and over in his head, scanning the fog desperately, wishing that he could take his hand away from his mouth and call out to his best friend, knowing fully well that if he did, the Night Fury would be there in the blink of an eye.

But he also knew that he had to keep a clear head, and that if he opened his mouth and let all the gas in, he would be on the ground, unconscious and moaning like everyone else.

_Grrrrrr…._

Hiccup practically jumped out of his skin when he heard that heart-stopping rumble. He even almost took his hand away from his mouth to take in a deep, frightened breath.

Almost.

He heard the padding of feet behind him, and it was getting close. But before he could even turn around and face the source of the footsteps, he felt a slight tug at his feet, and then all of a sudden, he was on the ground and being dragged further and further into the abyss of Zippleback gas.

He reached out his hands, no longer caring whether or not he breathed in the air, and tried to grab anything that he could and couldn't see, but nothing that his fingers got a grip on was strong enough to hold him.

"_Ow_!" Hiccup yelped when sharp stones began scraping against his skin.

The grip on his ankle hardened, and something sharp began digging into his boot.

"By the Gods," Hiccup murmured in agitation as he was dragged along like a rag doll. "If this turns out to be some sort of joke, I'm gonna- _WOAH!"_ he shouted as he was pulled roughly into the air, now dangling upside down and being held up by Odin knows what.

He flailed his arms around in panic, desperately trying to grab at the thing that was holding him up. But after a while he came to his senses and realised the utter stupidity of what he was doing. He was quite high up, how high he had no idea, since he hadn't the faintest clue on how far down the ground was, the gas had covered everything up. But he knew that if he was let go and it turned out that he _was_ quite far from the ground, the landing was going to hurt. And badly.

So, you can probably imagine how Hiccup felt when the grip around his ankle loosened. When whatever was holding him decided to let him fall.

"Oh no…" was all Hiccup could say before the grip vanished and he was suddenly falling down, down, down, into the green fog, wondering - and also dreading - when his flight to the ground would end.

* * *

><p>The creature licked his gums hungrily, stalking the two bickering vikings carefully and with great precision. Even though they had split up, they didn't go too far away from each other; both were going in the same direction, just separate paths that were only a few metres apart. So all he had to do was follow in-between them, treading through the forest without the slightest sound, sneaking unseen through the bushes, following the twins with great concentration, tracking them only by ear and smell, making sure to never lose focus of their whereabouts.<p>

But, to be honest, he really didn't need to concentrate that hard whilst following them, since the one on the left (the boy if he remembered correctly) was moaning about how saw his nose was, while the girl on the right kept on grumbling about things, kicking random stones all over the place and calling out the word 'Barf', which the creature presumed was a name of some sorts.

He continued on with this tracking routine for quite some time, so long that he was beginning to get bored. But he knew that he had to be patient, as he needed the two humans together, because if he made his move on only one of them, the other would hear what was going on and, if they had any intelligence at all, would run off and alert that strange little village on the other side of the island.

he silently unfolded his long, scaly wings, breathing with contempt as the soft wind gushed against his muscles. He then bashed his wings downwards, catapulting himself into the air. Making sure not to sound too conspicuous, he flew and then landed on a thick branch of a large maple tree. Listening intently, he soon realised that the two vikings were now getting quite close to each other soon victory would be his.

_SNAP!_

The creature froze, his ears ringing with the sound of a twig snap so loud in the forest's silence, that a flock of birds fled the treetops.

The metallic spines on his back sparked with apprehension, lighting up his scales.

There'd be a _third _victim for him to play around with today.

* * *

><p>Breathing in heavily, slowly regaining consciousness, a sharp pain shot through his skull, causing him to wince, his eyes scrunched tightly closed.<p>

"Ow…" he moaned.

"Oh, thank Thor!" That was the voice of a very relieved Fishlegs. "Can you talk?"

"Of course he can! He just _did!" _Snotlout's annoying voice pointed out.

Hiccup slowly opened his eyes, blinking rapidly at the sudden wave of light. Standing over him were both Snotlout and Fishlegs, with Astrid kneeling down beside him, her face laced with concern.

She leaned forward slightly. "How d'you feel?"

"Alright, I guess….." he replied vaguely. He sat up, pushing himself up from the ground, the other three teenagers moving backwards a bit to give him some room. Hiccup's hand almost instantly began clutching his forehead, due to the immense and sickening pain that was blasting into his temple. "Yeah. Maybe not," he breathed, feeling like he was about to throw up.

"Here," Astrid murmured, holding out a large ice cube.

Hiccup took it and held it to his forehead, in a matter of seconds a nice, cool bliss spread all over him, but it wasn't enough to rid him of the pain in his forehead or the horrible feeling in his stomach. "Thanks…" he said groggily. "So….What exactly happened?"

"Barf and Belch! _That's _what happened!" Snotlout replied in annoyance. "The twins are probably hiding somewhere right now. _Dying _of laughter!"

Astrid rolled her eyes. "They seemed quite spooked about something. Barf and Belch, I mean."

"Like what?" Hiccup asked, finding it hard to process the words she was saying, and also finding it hard to work out where Toothless was. Because seriously, why had he all of the sudden vanished?

"We're not entirely sure," Fishlegs answered shakily. "But whenever they looked at 'The Woods That Howled', they kept freaking out!"

Astrid nodded in agreement. "Gobber and your dad got here just in time and managed to get Barf and Belch back to the academy, as well as the other dragons. Gobber and Stoick should be coming back right now."

"The other dragons?" Hiccup said in confusion, taking the ice cube off of his head for a few seconds.

This time, Snotlout stepped forward to do the talking. "Uh huh. After a while all of the other dragons began acting up and everything. It was chaos, _exactly _what the twins would want."

Hiccup thought for a second (with great difficulty). "This doesn't seem like Ruff and Tuff's style…..And besides, they aren't the type of vikings who wouldn't get themselves noticed after a prank."

"That's a fair point," Astrid replied thoughtfully, looking at Snotlout and Fishlegs. "Ruff and Tuff _never _hide after a prank. At least, not for this long anyway. They aren't smart enough."

Hiccup would have replied to that last part, but was too busy feeling like he was going to faint. He put the ice cube back on his forehead, making sure to not let the dizziness take over.

Snotlout contemplated what Astrid had said for a few moments. "True…..But then why would Barf and Belch freak out like that and make all the other dragons go crazy?"

"And why were they alone?" Fishlegs added.

"I guess we'll have to find out," Astrid replied, staring curiously back at the village. A mile or so away from there was 'The Woods That Howled', the place that might just hold the answer to both Snotlout and Fishleg's questions.

Hiccup sighed, not entirely sure whether the water dripping down his forehead was sweat or coming from the ice cube. "Well, we should probably look further into it, before something else happens," he slurred, his free hand holding the strap of the mysterious satchel that he had found earlier on today. The bag had probably fallen off when he was being held upside down by Barf and Belch (though he still wasn't entirely sure if it was actually _them _who had done it), since it was now a few centimetres away, on the ground.

Snotlout and Fishlegs nodded at his suggested. But Astrid didn't, and instead looked at with an expression that said that Hiccup was a blithering idiot.

"What do you mean, _'we_'? You're not going to come with us!" She exclaimed.

Hiccup rolled his eyes, and instantly wished he hadn't. "Astrid, come on!" he pleaded wincing at the throbbing in his forehead.

"_No_, Hiccup!" Astrid said firmly, standing up. "You can barely _think _straight! And don't deny it because you've been clearly out of it the second you woke up! You may have seriously injured yourself! You could have died!"

"Well, I didn't!" Hiccup replied stubbornly, trying incredibly hard to reason with her. Though your arguments are never very convincing when you're getting paler by the second and have an ice cube on your head and you look like you're going to faint or throw up.

"Uh huh," Snotlout put in, unimpressed. "Well, to be honest, you look like you're not that far from dying anyway. Just make sure your death is dramatic."

Hiccup glared at Snotlout with annoyance, his head whirling with agonising pain making it difficult for him to come up with a good comeback. "Thanks, _Snotlout,_" he simply responded with exasperation, his groggy voice not really working well with the sarcasm he was going for.

"No problem."

Astrid cleared her throat impatiently, wanting to get back on track. "Hiccup, I don't think you realise how serious your condition may be."

"Ya know she's right, Hiccup," a certain viking murmured in his thick accent to the drowsy teenager.

"Oh, hey Gobber!" Fishlegs exclaimed, glad to see someone who could lighten the mood a bit.

"Hey Fishlegs," Gobber greeted, limping happily, but also slightly concerned, over to the small group of teenagers, the massive hammer attached to his left arm waving crazily in the air. "How're ya feelin', Hiccup?"

"Okay…." Hiccup replied vaguely, his jaw clenched as he held back a groan of pain.

Though Gobber caught the ever so slight wince from Hiccup and rolled his eyes. "Sure you are, Hiccup," he grunted. "You should listen to what Astrid's sayin' Hiccup. I once had a cousin who was knocked unconscious for only a few seconds, he then fought a giant Monstrous Nightmare straight after he woke up. Afterwards, he said that his head felt like it had exploded, so he went off to take a nap. Never opened his eyes again."

Snotlout groaned. "Seriously, how many relatives do you have?"

Fishlegs stared at Gobber in dismay and horror. "T-Thanks for making us all f-feel better, _Gobber,_" he stammered.

"Happy to help," Gobber replied cheerfully, before turning his attention back to poor Hiccup. "So ya see, Hiccup, going off on one of your usual adventures after waking up from a concussion will _only _make things worse. Who knows how much damage ya might've done."

Hiccup sighed and looked up at Gobber, clearly aggravated. "Well Gobber, I'll _never_ fight a Monstrous Nightmare, or _any _dragon, for that matter. And plus, going off on one of our _'usual adventures'_ will mean that I most likely _won't _be able to take a nap anyway!"

"You know, it may not be such a bad thing if he came with us. Then he'd fall asleep and-_OW!" _Snotlout shrieked as a certain female viking elbowed him in the face. Snotlout then ran off, clutching his nose.

Astrid wiped her hands together. "Well, now that _that's _out of the way," she said while Fishlegs slowly backed away from her. "Hiccup, why can't you just, you know, _listen to reason?"_

"Yer father's incredibly worried, Hiccup," Gobber added before Hiccup could say anything else. "And you know how angry he gets when you disobey his orders."

"He hasn't even _given _me any orders!" Hiccup complained. "And he doesn't get _that _angry!"

"Hiccup. _No_," Gobber said firmly.

Snotlout, after running to the edge of the docks, ran back to the group with a large cloth held over his nose. He groaned with impatient, "Can we go already?"

Gobber put his hand on Hiccup's shoulder. "You three can go. But Hiccup, _you're _stayin' here."

"But…" Hiccup started, but then saw the look on both Gobber and Astrid's faces, and knew he had lost the fight. He sigh, "_Fine_."

Astrid smiled brightly, obviously pleased with herself. "Right! Now come _on _Snotlout, Fishlegs, let's go!" she yelled, already running off to the village, planning on getting her axe on the way to 'The Woods that Howled'.

Snotlout ran after her like a rocket, thinking, _Finally, we're getting down to business!_

Which left Fishlegs standing beside both Hiccup and Gobber, awkwardly shuffling his feet, with both Gobber and Hiccup glaring at him impatiently.

Fishlegs nearly died of fright when Astrid's voice rang loud and clear, saying with annoyance, "Fishlegs, hurry _up!"_

Whimpering slightly, Fishlegs took off after the others. "Don't worry, Hiccup! I'll tell you everything that happened when we get back!" he yelled over his shoulder.

"_Great_," Hiccup muttered sarcastically, pressing the ice cube harder into his forehead. "Looking forward to it…."

"Ah, toughen up lad," Gobber said, clapping Hiccup (perhaps a bit too hard under the circumstances) on the shoulder. "I'm sure they'll come back with the twins untacked."

Hiccup rolled his eyes - instantly regretting it - and began to slowly pull himself up. He groaned when his head started to protest, but he forced himself to continue. He stood himself up onto his feet, his prosthetic squeaking slightly.

"Easy there, Hiccup," Gobber murmured, balancing the young viking with his one hand.

"Thanks Gobber," Hiccup breathed gratefully, his head whirling like a Typhoomerang, and his weak legs shaking.

Gobber watched him, deeply concerned. "Hiccup, be honest with me, how do ya feel?" he asked when the lurch of pain seemed to have subsided.

Hiccup looked at him in annoyance. "_Gobber, _I'm fine-_AHHH!" _he suddenly screamed, the ice cube slipping from his fingers.

"_Hiccup?!" _Gobber whispered urgently, clutching the boy by the shoulders, his hammer-hand dangling by his side. He gasped in shock at how pale Hiccup all of the sudden was. Sweat wass sliding down Hiccup's face like running water, and when Gobber felt the teenager's forehead, he felt like his own hand was being burnt by invisible flames.

"Hiccup, look at me!"

But Hiccup didn't look at him, he didn't even seem to be able to _hear _him. He gasped out ragged breaths, trying as hard as he could to not cry out….Which he didn't succeed in doing. Hiccup stumbled backwards a few steps, nearly tripping over his own feet. He groaned, scrunching his eyes tightly closed as the burning, white hot pain in his forehead increased.

''_**Quickly! Run!' **__a woman's voice rang out, booming like thunder inside his head.'_

Hiccup's fingers grabbed at his hair, sweat trickling through his fingers. Gobber ran towards him, trying desperately to get the young viking to look into his eyes.

Which, of course, didn't happen.

''_**What about you?' **__a deeper, more gruffer, and strangely familiar voice yelled out._

''_**I'll handle this!' **__the woman answered._

_Then all of a sudden, there was the swish of a blade flying through the air, and seconds later, an ear-piercing squeal from a dragon echoed through Hiccup's head._

_There was the sound of angry shouting, and the beat of scaly wings._ **'NO!' **_the deeper voice screamed._

_And ringing in the distance, getting louder and louder until it blocked out all other noises, was the sound of a baby crying…'_

And that was when Hiccup's legs buckled beneath him, and he fell to the ground. The last thing that entered his ears before he ultimately lost consciousness was Gobber's voice calling out his name…

* * *

><p>"Argh! If we had brought our dragons with us, we would've found Ruffnut and Tuffnut, and <em>also <em>figured out what was going on with their dragon, like, and _hour _ago!" Snotlout complained for the hundredth time in the past five minutes.

Astrid rolled her eyes, face palming herself on an already red forehead, sore from many other slaps to the face. "Snotlout, for Odin's sake! You've been saying the _exact _same thing for the entire time that we've been looking!"

"And we've only been looking for about ten minutes, not an hour," Fishlegs put in timidly, raising his finger to the treetops.

Astrid glared at him for a few moments and then turned her attention back to Snotlout, who seemed to just be _waiting_ for the moment when he could open his mouth and let all his annoying complaints spill out again.

"_Anyway!" _Astrid continued. "Snotlout, you know _exactly_ why we can't bring our dragons. Whatever is going on here that freaked Barf and Belch out so much might affect the others too. They were already becoming spooked almost a _mile_ away from here. And personally, I _really_ don't wanna see what would've happened if we had actually brought our dragons here with us."

"Me neither," Fishlegs agreed, shading his eyes as he searched the sky for any signs of life. Strangely, there were none.

* * *

><p>"Barf? <em>Barf!?" <em>Ruffnut yelled, turning round and round on the spot, searching the trees and bushes surrounding her. But after a while she got dizzy, and even though she absolutely _loved _the feeling of her head acting like a tornado, her worry for Barf had been growing drastically in the last thirty minutes, and something in that strange little mind of hers was telling her to keep a clear head.

She strode off, venturing deeper into the woods. She flung herself over a large wooden log lying in her way…And landed head first on the other side.

"Ow…." she mumbled, her eyes blinking at the ground.

She pulled herself up onto her feet slowly, clutching her helmet. Looking around, Ruffnut suddenly realised she was lost. Her eyes searched the trees, the bushes, the ground, anything that could give her a clue as to where she was.

"Oh _great," _she muttered, banging her head against a tree trunk, relinquishing in the new pain in her already sore head.

She sighed, choosing another path to take, praying to the gods that this path would lead to her dragon. "If Tuffnut hadn't been such an _idiot_ we wouldn't have gotten ourselves into this mess!"

* * *

><p>Kicking a stick into a bush, Tuffnut groaned with annoyance. "Stupid sister. Stupid dragon. Stupid sister. Stupid dragon," he grumbled over and over again.<p>

"If Ruffnut hadn't made me catch that _girl_, we wouldn't have gotten ourselves into this mess!" he shouted to nobody in particular.

"How is _this_ my fault? _You're _the one who was punched in the face!"

Tuffnut spun around, nearly having a heart attack, and came face to face with his sister, who _really _looked like she wanted to kill someone at the moment. He rubbed his nose self-consciously, cringing slightly at the painful bruising it had. "Well….._You're_ the one who didn't come to rescue me!"

"You would've done the _exact _same thing to me! Just admit that this was all _your _fault!" Ruffnut shot back.

Tuffnut glared at her angrily. "How is getting a punch to the face _my _fault?!"

"Well, you two are in luck. Because a punch to the face isn't the only thing you're gonna be getting from me."

The twins jumped in fright, Tuffnut nearly falling into a prickly rose bush and Ruffnut spinning around, removing her helmet and holding it out in front of her like a weapon, ready to lop this person's head off if they got too close.

But once Ruffnut saw who it was, she merely groaned. "Oh no, not you _again!"_

* * *

><p>'<em>Yes!<em> finally!' the creature purred in delight, trying to keep as quiet as he could while he contained his excitement. 'They are _all _together now!'

He watched the three teenagers from inside a particularly large rose bush, the thorns prickling against his dark scales, but not doing any damage.

His tummy rumbled, sounding like a crack of thunder to his ears, but obviously not loud enough to alert the three arguing vikings that he was there. He licked his lips hungrily, a few leaves near him crackling up into small white flames, but going out quickly. They twitched, sparked and sizzled against his body as his heart beat quickened.

'Soon,' he purred.

* * *

><p>"Ruffnut? Tuffnut? Where are you!?" Astrid yelled to the sky, throwing her axe into the trunk of a tree in frustration, leaving Fishlegs to gulp down his misery.<p>

"I don't get it! How can two of the most stupid people on Berk be so hard to find?" Snotlout said frustration.

"I think we've all been asking the same question for the past thirty or so minutes," Fishlegs replied, eyeing Astrid's axe nervously.

"Alright, _where is it?!" _

Astrid looked up. "What was that?"

Snotlout and Fishlegs shut their mouths, looking around as they listened intently for more.

"Uh…..Where's what?" that was Tuffnut's voice, but who did the other voice belong to?

"Don't you dare 'what' _me_, egg brain! You know _exactly _what I'm talking about!" It was a girl's voice, that much Astrid knew.

"But I _don't _know what you're talking about. Sister, help me out here!" Tuffnut's voice said.

There was a snort of laughter. "There is _no way _that I'm gonna stop something that I'm right now enjoying!"

_Ah, good, _Astrid thought. _Ruff's there as well._

The other voice then sneered, "Stop laughing. _You're _next."

This phrase was ultimately followed by a very abrupt ending to Ruffnut's crazy laughter…Until a few seconds later, when she started all over again.

Astrid pulled her axe out of the tree trunk and slowly crept towards the sounds, gesturing for Snotlout and Fishlegs to follow. They snuck past trees and bushes, the noises from the argument getting louder and louder.

"Seriously," Tuffnut's voice spoke up, now _very _close. "What are you talking about?"

Astrid leapt down behind a large boulder, Snotlout and Fishlegs following suit. Right beyond this boulder were Tuffnut and Ruffnut, as well as the other girl whose name was a complete mystery, Astrid was _sure _of it. The three breathed heavily, getting ready to pounce.

Astrid held up her fingers. _Three. _

_Two….._

…_One._

The three teenagers leaped out from behind the boulder, all in battle stance. Though Astrid looked the most menacing, because she was the only one who had actually thought about bringing a weapon with them.

There in front of them was a scene that could have been quite funny if it were under different circumstances. Tuffnut was being held up against a tree by a rather angry looking girl…..With Ruffnut in the background, rolling on the floor laughing like a deranged maniac.

The girl holding Tuffnut looked to be around their age, as far as Astrid could tell. She had thick, flaming red auburn hair pulled back into a high pony tail, being held up tightly by a leatherish-looking hair-tie with fangs tied to it. She wore a creamy white woollen vest that barely reached her waist, with a bluish shirt underneath. Around her hips was a dark brown skirt with a layer of chain mail over it, held up by a thick black belt. Underneath were dark green pants, with furry boots. She also had fingerless black gloves on both hands, and a small fang necklace hanging around her neck.

The girl looked at them, her emerald green eyes glaring from under her fringe. "Who in Thor's name, are _you?" _she asked incredulously, throwing Tuffnut roughly back down to the ground and turning towards the three.

"Funny, _we _were going to ask the exact same thing," Astrid replied, not even slightly wavering from her stance.

The girl crossed her arms, blowing her fringe out of her face. "Uh, yeah. Like I'm gonna tell _you _my name."

Astrid shrugged. "That's too bad, I guess. Because that way, _you _don't get to find out _our_ names."

The girl rolled her eyes. "Whatever," she muttered. "Now, if you don't mind, _I _have some work to do. You three can go and carry on your way."

Snotlout snorted. "Yeah, like _that's _gonna happen," he said, casting a glance at Astrid.

Said viking stepped forward. "No, we will _not _carry on our way, because for one, Tuffnut and Ruffnut are friends of ours. Plus, _their_ the ones we were looking for. And two, this is _our _island, which means that _you're _trespassing."

"I wasn't _trespassing_," the girl said, raising an eyebrow. "I was merely exploring. And if it weren't for these two _muttonheads_ over here, I would've finished exploring by now. Unless, of course, I found a good reason to stay."

Tuffnut stood up, clutching his nose, and said, "Hey, how is all this _our_ fault? If we hadn't caught you, _you _would be dead!"

"Yeah, but _I _wasn't the one who acted like a helpless little _lover boy _when you _did _catch me_."_

Both Snotlout and Fishlegs looked at each other, their expressions horrified at the sudden thought that sprang into their minds.

Tuffnut's cheeks reddened, which only made Ruffnut laugh even harder. So hard, in fact, that it would have been a good time to start worrying about her.

Astrid sighed, taking one of her hands off of her axe's handle to rub her temple. _This is going to be a _looooong _day._

Placing her hand back onto the leather grip, she asked, "Anyway, why exactly were you trying to kill Tuffnut?"

The girl scoffed. "I wasn't trying to _kill _him, if I was he'd already be dead. I was interrogating him."

"Over what?"

"My satchel's gone missing," the girl replied simply.

"_Oh!"_ Tuffnut said stupidly. "So _that's _what you were talking about."

"So…..You were _'interrogating' _Tuffnut because of a missing satchel?" Astrid said, finding this all incredibly stupid.

"Uh…._Yeah!" _the girl answered, acting like it was obvious. "I mean, I don't really care about the satchel in general. I just care about the stuff that's _inside _it. My journal is in there, as well as water - which would _really _help with my headache right now - and my dagger which would've been a _very _useful interrogation tool."

Astrid glanced at Fishlegs and Snotlout, who were both doing the exact same thing. "Ah," Astrid murmured, wincing timidly at the memory of the satchel Hiccup had found. _Damnit._

* * *

><p>'More petty humans? This is excellent!' the creature hissed. He was lurking in the shadows, hiding behind a large tree trunk, peeking through the leaves of a large bush as he watched the scene play out in front of him.<p>

"Wait…." the girl with the head of fire said, watching the three teenager's expressions. "Do you guys know where my satchel is?"

"We never said that," the girl with the axe replied quickly.

"Hiccup found it!" The shy fat boy blurted out, instantly covering his mouth.

The girl with the axe glared at him, while the brawny black haired boy elbowed him in the stomach, causing the shy fat boy to squeak like a mouse.

"Who's Hiccup?" the girl with the head of fire asked curiously, striding briskly towards the tree the creature was hiding behind.

_Don't get any closer, you nitwit! _the creature thought, holding back a growl as his teeth crackled with sizzling white light.

"No idea," the girl with the axe replied, giving all the other teenagers a look that said _'if you say anything I'm gonna kill you.'_

The girl with the head of fire snorted. "Yeah right."

She was now incredibly close now, _way _too close.

Too bad that he was hiding behind an apple tree.

The girl with the head of fire reached her hand up towards the apple on the lowest branch. Any second now her fingers would be touching it, and the creature's presence would be discovered.

* * *

><p><em>ZAP!<em>

"_Ouch!"_ Jewel muttered, not loud enough for the rest of the teenagers to hear her. She pulled her hand back from the apple, which was now completely singed and giving off a very strong and icky smell.

_Gross._

And, of course, none of the others had noticed.

Jewel rubbed her now sore finger tips, staring at them curiously. Her skin was almost raw, and felt very hot.

_Weird…._ she thought, her mind spinning with ideas as she replayed the last few seconds over and over again.

* * *

><p>"It's the truth!" Astrid reassured. "We have <em>never <em>met a 'Hiccup' in our li-,"

"Hey, shut up," the mysterious girl said, studying her fingertips.

"_Excuse _me?!" Astrid yelled, her grip tightening around her axe.

"No seriously. Shut up," the girl repeated, looking at them.

"Uh…no thanks. _I'm _not finished yet!"

"I said, _shut up!" _the girl shouted, making everyone shut their mouths and stare at her.

"Did any of you guys feel that?" she asked.

"Feel what?" Snotlout questioned.

She pointed at the singed apple. "I touched that apple and got an electric shock. Now the thing's practically melting."

Astrid furrowed her eyebrows. "An electric shock?"

_Zzzzzz!_

Fishlegs gasped, a shiver going up his spine. "What was that?"

_ZZZZZZZZZ!_

"What in the world is going on?" Ruffnut whispered.

"_Be quiet!" _was her answer.

They all fell silent, looking around each other, everyone having that distinct and creepy feeling that they were being watched.

Not that far from there, thunder boomed, and a flash of lightning cascaded down from the sky.

Then, out of the bushes, sprung a dragon of grey, purple and blue, strands of electricity crackling over its scales. It flapped its giant wings as it hovered mid-air, the inside of its mouth lighting up with pale white light, its teeth sparking with light as it powered up its breath attack.

"Is that a….?" Snotlout began, lost for words.

"Y-yes," Fishlegs stammered, trembling all over. "_A Skrill._"

* * *

><p><strong>And so the plot thickens… (finally)<strong>

**So, did you guys guess that it was a Skrill? I tried to describe him extra carefully, using words such as 'sizzled' and how the leaves burned in 'white fire', but making sure that it wasn't completely obvious. But the clues were all there.**

**29 DAYS UNTIL HTTYD 2 COMES OUT IN THE US! Which means that there is 28 days until my birthday!**

**But sadly, HTTYD 2 comes out about 6 days later in Australia. **_**Lame!**_

**But anyway. EEK! I'M SO EXCITED! I CAN'T WAIT! *Dies of fangirlism***

**Hope you guys like the chapter! It took me FOREVER to write, and there are still a few parts that I'm not entirely sure of. But oh well, if I get too paranoid about it, I'll rewrite a bit.**

**Please review! I really enjoy reading your comments. It's nice to know that people are actually liking my story :)**

**Constructive Criticism always welcome!**

**And I didn't proofread this chapter as much, since I just really wanted to upload this and finish it, so there may be some errors here and there.**

**Also, make sure to read the very last part while listening to the song 'Downed Dragon' from the HTTYD soundtrack. I may have gotten the timing all wrong, but I was thinking of the song as I wrote it!**

**BYE DUDES!**


	6. The Living Memory of a Dragon's Storm

**Yo dudes!****  
><strong>

***Sigh* I know, I'm a horrible person, I really am. It has been Thor knows (see what I did there? XD) how long since my last update. This chapter took WAY too long to write, and I have no idea why. Maybe the reason is because it ended up being like, 54 pages in my notebook (well, now it's notebook**_**s, **_**since I've actually finished the first one while writing this), and trust me guys, my writing is VERY small. Plus, I had to go back and rewrite, add and expand on TONS of things. But once I DID finish it, my computer decided to be evil and microsoft word wouldn't work. Plus I've also been **_**insanely **_**busy with school. :(**

**But anyway!**

**OMG! OMG! OMG! I saw HTTYD 2! *Squeals* It was soooo amazing! Pure epicness! BEST. MOVIE. EVER! Aside from the first one, of course. Now I have TWO movies as my number one favourites! Still not sure which one's better though…..Anyway, you guys HAVE to go and see it! You'll all LOVE it! But make sure you bring tissues! Oh man! I wanna see HTTYD 2 again sooooo bad!**

**And also, TWO CHAPTERS IN TWO DAYS! Yep, that's right, I'm uploading TWO! Well, actually, it's more like one absurdly long chapter that was split into two parts in order to keep everyone from going insane. I know, way to ruin the moment, but it's the truth.**

**And I put the rating up, because soon there are gonna be **_**a lot **_**of injuries, which means that there's gonna be blood, there's also some slightly bad language and also just because I'm paranoid. So yeah.**

**HERE YOU GO! This is where things start getting interesting….**

* * *

><p>Chapter 6<p>

The Living Memory of a Dragon's Storm

He slammed the large metal gate closed, Astrid's Deadly Nadder squawking in insane panic from behind the bars. "Keep them here until they're all calmed down," the big, burly man instructed, his very presence radiating with authority as he strode calmly through the Dragon Academy, eyeing all of the dragons carefully.

"Don't worry, Stoick," Spitelout reassured, securing one of the old, rusty locks on the cages. "They're in good 'ands. And I'm sure that they're panic will pass."

"It's not the dragons I'm worried about," Stoick the Vast muttered under his breath, taking one last look at the crazed reptiles rearing angrily in their cages, before walking briskly out of the arena, his stoicalness hiding the wave of concern he was feeling in his stomach.

He was, of course, _intrigued _about the dragons' behaviour, but he knew, like Spitelout had said, that they wouldn't be like that forever. He was more concerned about what had _caused _them to act that way. He had no idea what it was, which meant he had no idea what it could do or where it was now, which meant that if it was dangerous, and he was certain that it was, Berk was practically defenceless.

But, the one lingering thought that continued to pull at his brain was his one and only son, Hiccup. The last time Stoick had seen him, Hiccup was on the ground unconscious, having fallen quite far and landing head first. Stoick didn't even know whether or not Hiccup had woken up yet!

He needed to make sure his son was alright. So he made sure to walk as fast as he could to the docks. He would've run, but he was also dreading what he would find when he got there.

And before he had even laid eyes on his destination, he could already hear Gobber shouting out Hiccup's name.

"Hiccup? Hiccup!? Answer me lad!" Gobber's voice rang out.

Stoick quickened his pace, practically running as he neared the docks. Thankfully, nobody was in the area at that moment, so Stoick could show as much worry as he wanted.

He turned the corner, and nearly stopped dead in his tracks. Hiccup was in Gobber's arms, his body limp as Gobber tried to shake him awake. The young boy's face kept on flinching, his eyes tightly closed, as if he was having a nightmare.

"Gobber!" Stoick yelled, running towards them with haste.

Gobber looked up at him. "Stoick! I don't know what 'appened! He was awake and fine….well, as fine as he _could _be under the situation. And then all of a sudden, he was sweatin', groanin', and when I touched his forehead, it fel' like my hand was gonna burn off! You can probably guess wha' happened next."

As Stoick approached him, Gobber stood up, bringing Hiccup with him. He held the boy in his arms gently, making sure not to cause him any discomfort with his big, bulky hammer.

Hiccup was as pale as a ghost, if not paler. His eyes were moving rapidly beneath his eyelids, and every now and then, his ragged breathing would hitch and his entire body would tense up, whether it was because of pain or something else, Stoick didn't know. But he _did _know that he couldn't continue seeing his son like that.

He took a deep breath. "We better take him to Gothi. She'll know what to do," he decided, Gobber nodding in agreement. He called for his Thunderdrum, Thornado, who in a matter of seconds, was by Stoick's side, waiting for his master's next command. The mountainous viking took Hiccup gently from Gobber's arms, hating how delicate the boy felt. He then picked up the boy's satchel (which he obviously didn't give much thought), holding it firmly against Hiccup's body in hopes of making the young viking feel at least a bit warmer, and stepped up onto his blue dragon's back, Gobber sitting down behind him.

He took one hand off of Hiccup's limp figure, patting the Thunderdrum soothingly on its neck. "Let's go Thornado," he murmured as the dragon's big, scaly wings unfolded either side of him, getting ready to take off.

* * *

><p>Toothless groaned with annoyance, his earflaps pressing hard against his neck as he tried to block out the sound of Barf and Belch's panicked squealing.<p>

Toothless had been the first to calm down. Though he still felt quite on edge, and his sense were still going in overdrive, but he was now back in his right mind, and his heartbeat had managed to slow down a bit.

He still had no idea _why _he had begun acting up the way he had, all had seemed perfectly normal for the first few moments of Barf and Belch's gas attack (which was something that actually happened quite often). But then something had happened. A shiver had prickled up his spine, his heart began beating against his chest like a drum, and all of a sudden, he could hear a strange and eerie whisper flying through the air. The whispering's had floated into his earflaps like a song, going about in perfect harmony. It should've been a blessing to his ears, but it wasn't. It felt more like a curse. It felt like _torture _to his ears. But it was strange, since no matter what he did, he couldn't seem to block it out. It was almost as if he wasn't actually listening to it at _all_, and the sound was all just in his head. But it couldn't have been…..could it?

Toothless thought for a moment, the gears in his brain turning. He didn't have the _best _recollection of it (like I said, he wasn't in his right mind), but he was able to pick up _some _of the pieces, but what he was able to remember only made everything even _more_ confusing. Because what he was able to remember didn't seem to fit with the events that had transpired. In fact, what he was able to remember seemed to be an entirely _different _memory altogether. What he was seeing was different to what happened, what he could hear, smell and taste was different, even what he could _feel _and _touch_ was different to what it should have been.

Toothless shook his head in exasperation. This was all just so strange and confusing! He had no idea what had happened to him and his fellow dragons, which made him incredibly anxious and annoyed with himself, since he absolutely _hated_ not knowing what was going on, it made him feel so….._vulnerable._

He sighed, absent-mindedly pawing at the ground with his claws, trying to give his mind some rest and relaxation after all of his hard and thoughtful thinking.

Which didn't last very long, however, since a few seconds later, Barf and Belch decided to stupidly run into the wall of their cage, causing a large _BANG! _to reverberate all through the arena, making all the other dragons inside either jump in fright or groan with great annoyance. Toothless, of course, being one of the few who did the latter.

Plus, it didn't help that the vikings had felt the need to place the panicked and crazed Zippleback into the cage right next to, yes, that's right, _him. _Of all dragons!

Toothless bared his teeth and whacked the wall with his tail, not entirely sure whether he did it to vent his frustration on something, or to get his point across.

Though he had a feeling that it was to vent, since if it had been the latter then he would've failed at it miserably.

_BOOM!_

That was the last straw. He growled, banging at the bars of his cage. 'Will you two _cut. It. OUT?!'_ he roared into the cloud of smoke caused by the explosion that had erupted from inside Barf and Belch's cage. 'Thanks to _you_, we _all _have to deal with this mess!'

The Zippleback's cries _did _faulted slightly when Toothless growled those words, but it only lasted about four seconds before they were squealing and running around like a frightened puppy…._again._

'It's coming! It's coming for us!' the two heads hissed, their entire body shaking and their pupils thin slits.

Toothless rolled his eyes. 'Oh, _here_ we go,' he grumbled.

Stormfly chuckled at Toothless, finding his grumpiness extremely entertaining. She then peeked through the bars of her cage and stared at Barf and Belch. '_What's_ coming for you?' she asked, her interest sparked.

Toothless glanced at her in irritation. 'Don't encourage them!'

'Why not? They might actually be serious for once.'

The two Zippleback heads looked at her, shivering uncontrollably. 'W-well…we d-didn't actually _see_ it. B-but….'

Toothless sighed. '_Well? _Come on! Spit it out!'

'_Toothless!' _Stormfly hissed disapprovingly. 'Give them some space!'

Toothless huffed angrilly, but didn't reply. he couldn't help it. He had never been the best at letting things go, and at that moment, all he felt was worry for his human friend. His _best _friend. And he had no idea how he was, and what was happening to him. He knew that it was bad, since he had heard Stoick actively muttering about his son under his breath, while that other guy, Spitelout (who was currently guarding the entrance to the arena) tried to reassure the chief that everything was going to be okay. _I hope he's right, _Toothless thought with a deep breath, turning his attention back to Barf and Belch.

The two dragon heads took a deep, rattled breath in unison. 'It was…It was like something out a…..a n-_nightmare. _It's very presence seemed t-to give off this strange…..f-_feeling,_' Belch stammered nervously.

'_Feeling?' _Toothless said, unimpressed.

That was when Barf decided to take over with the talking. 'Y-yes…..it's….it's hard to explain. B-but…..whenever it was n-nearby….w-we could feel this strange d-darkness in the air,' he explained, shivering. 'It was…h-_horrible_! All of a sudden I was in a completely different place…..a place I _never_ want to be in e-_ever _again!'

Toothless felt his scale bristle, his eyes widened. 'But…that was exactly what it was like for me, when you two….._attacked.'_

'Same with me,' Hookfang replied, looking quite scared.

'And here,' said Stormfly.

Meanwhile, Meatlug was fast asleep in her cage. How she managed to sleep peacefully during all of Barf and Belch's ruckus earlier on was a complete mystery.

The two Zippleback heads looked at Toothless in confusion. 'We _'attacked' _you?' they both asked.

'Well…..yeah,' Toothless answered hesitantly. 'You didn't know?'

'N-no,' Belch whispered. 'We thought we were being captured by the…..' he looked at his other head.

'T-the _Red Death,' _they both said in horror.

'You _what_?!' Toothless gasped, all of the other dragons including him staring at the Zippleback in disbelief.

'Y-yeah,' Barf stammered. 'We were being captured by the Red Death all over again,' he shuddered. 'It was like we were r-reliving a…..'

'A _memory_,' the two heads finished, looking at each other in fright and confusion.

'Wait. What?' Toothless said, his ears perking forward in curiosity. 'What do you mean, a _memory_?'

'Do we _look_ like we know what's going on?' Belch hissed, becoming quite agitated with the Night Fury's constant pestering. 'We're just telling you what we saw.'

'Hmph,' was all Toothless said.

Stormfly then spoke up. 'Actually, this _does _explain a few things.'

Hookfang looked at her in bemusement. 'Wait, it _does_?' he exclaimed stupidly.

'Yes…..' Stormfly replied. 'When I was inside Barf and Belch's gas cloud, I too felt a presence of sorts.'

'You _did_?' he asked in bewilderment.

Stormfly rolled her eyes and groaned in exasperation. '_Yes_!' she growled, making Hookfang shut up for once. She took a deep breath, and continued, 'As I was _saying_, when I was in that gas cloud, I felt this really strange feeling all of a sudden. I found myself shivering, and _really _scared. And…I also had that creepy feeling that i was being watched…

'It was really weird. I began hearing this strange whispering in the air…the sound kept getting louder and louder, and I could suddenly…h-hear the cries of…m-my…m-my brother,' she whispered, a wave of sadness falling over her. 'I….I could hear the cries of my brother as he…_died_. That was what the whispering was of….only, I-I guess it would no longer be called 'whispering', now would it?'

There was a hushed silence in the arena, all of the other dragons staring at Stormfly in either shock, or pity. None of them had _ever_ heard Stormfly show so much…_emotion_ before. She _was_ a Deadly Nadder after all. She hardly _ever _talked about herself in such a way.

Toothless sighed in shame. 'I'm sorry, Stormfly,' he whispered to her.

'We had no idea,' Hookfang added.

Stormfly nodded, gulped, and then continued on with her story. 'Then, all of a s-sudden…..the green gas around me started to turn…_black_. And as the darkness began to surround me…I was beginning to find myself…right _there_, with my brother. It was like I was watching him die all over again. Just like what Barf and Belch said.'

All of the dragons in the arena (except for Meatlug) started shivering in fear, especially Toothless and Hookfang, because what Barf, Belch and Stormfly had said was exactly what had happened to them during the gas attack as well.

Stormfly turned to the Monstrous Nightmare. 'What did you see, Hookfang?'

Said dragon suddenly found himself being looked at expectantly. He started to slowly shrink further back into his cage, but then stopped, thinking better of it and not wanting to seem cowardice. He cleared his throat, and said, 'I saw…I saw the day I-I was…B-banished from my nest.'

'You were '_banished'_ from your nest?' Stormfly gasped.

'Why the _Hel_ were you banished from your nest?' Toothless exclaimed. It was one of the greatest fears of all dragons, but to have _actually _been banished from your nest? _That _was extremely rare, and incredibly shameful.

'Do we _have _to go into details here? It's the worst day of my life we're talking about!' Hookfang growled in annoyance. 'At least now you guys know how I got brought into all that Red Death business.'

Stormfly nodded, tilting her head slightly. 'Fair enough.'

And then she and the others (except for Meatlug) did what Toothless had been absolutely dreading: they all turned their curious attention to him, eyeing him expectantly.

Stormfly was the one who asked him the question that he was _not _looking forward to answering. 'Toothless? What about you?'

There was a long and horrible silence as they waited for him to tell his own version of the story, it was so silent, that you could hear one of the guards outside drop a needle onto the ground (Thor knows why he had a needle in the first place).

Toothless glared at Stormfly, not particularly pleased with how she had just asked him a very personal question. He then sighed, finally tearing his annoyed eyes away from her and stared at the ground. 'I….' he began. 'I actually don't know.'

Stormfly rolled her eyes, thinking that this was all just some silly excuse to get him out of saying anything. 'Come _on_, Toothless!' she groaned impatiently. 'This is serious!'

'I _am _being serious!' Toothless roared angrily. 'You asked me what I saw and I answered!'

The Deadly Nadder looked at him. Really _looked_ at him. She carefully studied his eyes, his expression, the way his body moved, and knew that he was telling the truth. 'But…how can you not know what you saw?"

Toothless shook his head, taking in a deep breath. 'I don't know, None of what I saw made any sense. Though…'

'Though what?' Hookfang asked, taking a curious step forward.

Toothless glanced up at him. 'Well…._some _of it seemed familiar…I guess. But I think that's more because of the fact that…that I think I've been seeing the same thing over the last two months or so.'

'Wait. So this has happened to you before?' Barf said in a shocked whisper.

'Not while I was awake…until today, I guess,' he grunted.

'_That _would explain why you've been acting so jumpy lately,' Stormfly murmured.

'And it _also _explains your little stunt with my rider's crystal dagger this morning,' Hookfang put in.

'Yeah,' Toothless sighed. 'Sorry about that, by the way. I don't know what got into me.'

'Don't apologise. At least we now understand _why _you had acted like that,' Hookfang pointed out. '…More or less.'

Toothless thought for a moment, and then came to a sudden realisation. '_That _one was the most distinct.'

'Huh?'

'The one that I had this morning, it was the clearest out of all of the ones I've had,' Toothless explained. 'I didn't understand what was going on that much. All I saw was darkness. But I _did_ hear a few things that time.'

'Like what?' Stormfly questioned.

The Night Fury was silent for a moment. _Should I tell them? _he thought. _But what good will that do?_ a voice at the back of his mind said. _For all you know, what you heard may not even be true!_

He looked away. 'I don't wanna talk about it.'

Hookfang scoffed. 'Really? _Toothless_, why can't you just tell us?'

'_Hookfang_!' Stormfly hissed. 'Stop bothering him, will you? He'll tell us when he's ready.'

'If he'll _ever_ be ready,' Hookfang muttered under his breath.

'I wonder what Meatlug saw,' Belch suddenly said, causing all eyes to fall onto the sleeping Gronckle.

'Probably the first time she couldn't find any rocks to eat.'

'_Hookfang_!' Stomrfly repeated.

'Okay! Sorry. _Sheesh_!' the Nightmare said.

Toothless sighed and rolled his eyes. He held his head back as he looked up at the sky, where thick dark storm clouds loomed monstrously above them. He shifted his wings slightly as the wind picked up and howled sadly through the bars of his cage. They were in for a _long_ day.

* * *

><p>High above the Woods That Howled, a storm was brewing.<p>

Thundering clouds nearly as dark as midnight dominated the sky, mounted high above the treetops. A strong breeze flurried beneath them, taking the trees on a little dance as it blew, making them sway their branches and leaves through the air. Massive bolts of lightning cascaded down from the sky, shooting from the clouds in great white zigzagging arrows, lighting up the stormy darkness all around.

If you looked extra closely at the storm, you would've noticed that at that very moment, every single lightning bolt, no matter how far out they were, would all tumble down to the exact same spot, right in the middle of the woods. The lightning struck down through through the same bunch of treetops each time, like a magnet being attracted to metal, lighting up the area with electrifying white blasts.

All of that electricity, thousands of strands of lightning shooting down to the exact same spot in the woods every single time, all of it being attracted to the one thing: a very angry Skrill preparing to kill its prey.

That prey being a bunch of viking teenagers that two of whom were frozen in place and staring in fright and bewilderment up at the magnificent beast that was currently plotting their demise while the rest of them were getting ready to run.

"_Well_? Don't just stand there like idiots, you knuckleheads!" Jewel yelled, slapping the two boys (one of them being quite fat and the other being more brawny with dark hair) on the back of their heads and instantly bringing them back to reality. "Hurry up and train it! Isn't that what you guys do?" she asked, getting excited at the thought of seeing these Berkians in action.

"_WHAT?!" _the fat boy gasped, spinning around to look her in the eye. "Are you _crazy_?! It is almost _impossible _to train a Skrill!"

Jewel groaned and rolled her eyes with annoyance. "Oh p-_lease_! Seriously? You're telling me that you're afraid of _this_?" she exclaimed, gesturing over to the mighty Skrill. Just then, another bolt of lighting struck down through the treetops, the second it made contact with the Skrill dozens of lightning bolts shot from the Skrill's body, striking a number of trees nearby, causing them to explode on impact and shoot up into bluish-white fire. Jewel blinked, and then sighed, "Fair enough…But! You said _'almost', _which means we've still got a chance."

"Yeah, but how many of us will get out alive if we _do _try it?" the other boy (the one with the dark hair) shouted, running from a large branch that had just been hit by a stray lightning bolt.

"I bet Hiccup would be able to train it!" Tuffnut blurted out, staring in utter awe at the amount of destruction this dragon was causing.

"Yeah," Ruffnut agreed. "Oh man! Imagine the power we could _have _with that thing!"

"Okay, that's it," Jewel said. "Who the _Hel _is this 'Hiccup' you're talking about?"

But her question went unanswered, because at that very moment a sudden hissing shriek flowed through the air, like a deep, sharp intake of breath. Everyone turned to look at the Skrill, all suddenly realising what that sound meant.

It wasn't good.

The lightning was no longer attracted to the dragon, and was now unleashing it's fury on the rest of the woods, and probably the whole island. The Skrill didn't need the lightning anymore, it had powered itself up enough, and was now getting ready to land its first almighty blow. It opened its mouth slightly, its blazing yellow-golden eyes glaring menacingly down at the doomed vikings. Its entire body crackled with electricity as a pale white gas began to go up its throat, lighting up the inside of its mouth, which meant that the Skrill's first attack wasn't far away.

"The time for questions will have to wait," the blonde girl with the axe said. "But for now: _RUN_!"

Everyone fled, each taking different paths as they ran deeper into the woods, trying to get as much difference between themselves and the dragon.

Once Jewel felt that she was a comfortable enough distance away from the Skrill, she skidded to a halt and then hid behind the trunk of a rather large olive tree, breathing deeply as she listened in on what was going on out of her eye sight.

_BOOM!_

Jewel jolted in fright, sucking in a deep, shallow breath.

"_AHHHHHHHHH!"_

Jewel gasped, swiftly turning her head towards the noise. There, to her far right, behind many rows of trees and too far away to get a good look, Jewel could see a sudden white light explode through the forest, some of it fading away, and the rest staying as fire.

The Skrill had just made its first blow. And by the sounds of things, someone hadn't gotten out of it unscathed.

Jewel didn't waste anymore time, she got up from her hiding place, and ran.

Jewel ran like her butt was on fire, and she had a dreadful feeling that that was soon to become literal. She hurled herself over dead branches, leaped over random drops in the ground, avoided getting herself caught in sharp prickly bushes, nearly ran into a tree trunk several times, and had absolutely _no _idea where in Helheim she was going, what she was going to do, or what had happened to all the others (except for one unlucky soul, whoever it was).

After awhile, she realised that if she continued running aimlessly around while having no idea what was happening around her was pretty stupid. She slowed down to a halt once more, and forced her senses into overdrive, while also trying to slow her breathing and heart rate down. She needed to be calm in a situation like this, her uncle had always told her that when dealing with dragons, a nervous heart beat could kill you. _But this is different! _she told herself, her eyes scanning the area like a hawk. _The dragons are as ferocious here. And better yet, the people hear _ride_ them!_

She groaned with annoyance, knowing fully well that she had not even the _slightest _clue on how to even _train _a dragon, let alone _ride _one. _Maybe _'Hiccup' _or whatever his name is could do something…If he was actually _here! she thought grumpily, her ears picking up even the quietest noises and her eyes noticing every single detail of her surroundings. It was silent, apart from the occasional boom of thunder that would always manage to end up giving Jewel a heart attack and the wind howling through the trees, and she knew that silence never meant that something good was about to happen, especially in these situations, so she continued to keep her guard up, now achingly wondering where on earth her damn satchel was. _Why did it have to disappear during the most inconvenient moment possible? _

She took a deep breath, knowing fully well that thinking like that wasn't going to help at all, and that if she wanted to get out of this alive, she needed to think strategically about all this, and _not _about things that _could've _helped her out and more about things that _would._

She flexed her fingers, a small habit that she had obtained over the years whenever she was getting ready for a fight, and readied herself for the moment when the Skrill would find out where she was and try to fry her.

She racked her brain in confusion. _Where _is _it? And what's happened to everyone else?_ she thought. _Maybe the Skrill flew away or-_

_BOOM!_

Jewel nearly jumped out of her own skin when the sound reached her ears. She hadn't seen it, but she knew that the Skrill had landed its second attack, and by the thick smell of smile that entered the air not long afterwards, she knew that it had started a fire.

They were in the woods, and a fire had just started.

Jewel huffed in annoyance. "Great. _Juuust_ great."

She sighed and shook her head. _Okay, come on Jewel. All you need to do is figure out where the fire is, and then run. How hard can it be?_

_SCREECH!_

Jewel spun around, only to be run into by that annoying boy with the dark hair and the snotty face. She toppled to the ground…with, of course, the boy on top of her.

Could this day get any worse?

"Get _off _me!" Jewel shouted at him, suddenly finding her throat filled with smoke which made it very hard to breathe. She shoved him to the side, got up, and then glared angrily down at the boy.

He slowly pulled himself up onto his feet, his face bright red and his eyes trying to look at anything _but _Jewel. He muttered something that sounded like an apology and then occupied his hands with the job of brushing himself off. He then looked up, staring at something that seemed to be beyond Jewel's shoulder. His eyes bulged with horror and his jaw seemed to literally fall to the ground. He spun around, before yelling out, "_RUN!" _and fled from the scene, sprinting deeper into the woods with his arms flailing around crazily in the air.

Jewel blinked, staring at the bunch of trees that the boy had disappeared into. "Oooookay."

She turned around, wondering what had made the snot faced boy act in such a way…and basically had the exact same reaction that the boy had had.

There, only about ten or so meters away, was a giant wall of fire, engulfing the entire forest behind it in flames. But this wasn't any fire, this was Skrill fire, and was pure white, with a slight glow of electric blue. Hovering a few meters above the pale flames, its blue, purple and grey wings powerfully beating against the strong gusts of wind, was the Skrill, in all its mighty glory, and it was looking right at her.

_Uh oh,_ as about all Jewel could think of before swiftly turning back around and running after the dark haired boy from earlier, her legs moving as fast as they could as she fled for her life.

The high-pitched screeches and crackling of electricity told her that the Skrill wasn't far behind, and the now incredibly strong smell of smoke (which was making it quite hard to run without falling into a coughing fit), the boiling heat that beating against her back and the fact that the entire area around her was now shining with an eerily pale blue light told her it was getting closer.

_ZAP!…BOOM!_

Jewel nearly tripped over her own feet, looking over her shoulder as the tree that had just taken a lightning bolt to the trunk erupted in pale white flames. Jewel gritted her teeth together, ignoring the sweat that was beginning to form on her brow as the heat caused by the Skrill's fire slowly got closer. "Okay, that had been _way _too close," she murmured, thinking about how close she had been to the tree when it had more or less exploded.

But still she continued to run, sprinting aimlessly through the forest.

The dragon squawked, his nostrils flaring as he honed in on his target. His strong wings heated savagely into the blowing wind, large glowing white tendrils of electricity scattering over his metallic spikes and rubbery scales, sometimes catching onto a random tree branch and lighting it up in flames. The ever-growing storm began to strengthen, thunder booming every few seconds or so, and the lightning now attacking the rest of the island with full force.

The Skrill let out a low, rumbling growl, telling Jewel to pick up her pace—which is hard to do when exhaustion begins to get hold of you. She flung herself further into the trees, now fully aware of the frightening fact that the Skrill was no longer flying behind her, but was now directly _above _her.

Jewel gasped for air, a stitch beginning to form and her calves stinging. She quickly flicked her now sticky-from-sweat hair out of her eyes, praying to the gods that some miracle would happen, like her dagger to magically before her very eyes to aid her in her time of need. She knew that, knowing her luck, her prayers would most likely go unanswered, but she needed _something_, and she was getting desperate.

She couldn't keep this up for long. She needed a plan, and fast.

* * *

><p><strong>Well, I think I'll just leave it right there for now XD<strong>

**But don't worry! Tomorrow I'll upload the next chapter.**

**And considering that the next chapter is gonna be about the same length as this one, hopefully now all of you realise why I needed to split chapter 6 into two chapters.**

**Yeah…**

**Is it weird that even after I've already seen the movie, whenever I think of HTTYD 2, I get butterflies in my stomach? Probably. I WANNA SEE IT AGAIN!**

**Oh, and that reminds me. To all of you who know what happens in the movie: Do NOT put a spoiler in your reviews! Because that is just plain mean and seriously unfair.**

**And has anyone listened to the HTTYD 2 soundtrack? OMG! It is so epic! I am like **_**obsessed**_** with the two movies' soundtracks! They are just so gorgeous! I listen to them on repeat when I type these chapters up.**

**And I haven't actually proofread this at ALL, so if you guys find any weird mistakes, please let me know so that I can go back and fix them!**

**Anyway, don't forget to review! Constructive Criticism is always welcome!**

**The next chapter will be up tomorrow!**


	7. Crack of Light

**YO DUDES!**

**Here it is! Two chapters in two days. As promised! (Depending on where you live and your time zone at least).**

**I would've uploaded this earlier, but the internet stopped working :(**

**Evil internet...**

**Anyway, enough talk! HOPE YOU ENJOY IT!**

**P.S. There is a moment in this chapter that **_**might **_**make you look at the screen going "Uh…what?" But don't worry guys! All will be explained as the story progresses :)**

* * *

><p>Chapter 7<p>

Crack of Light

_ZAP!…BOOM!_

"Okay, now that is just plain stupid," Jewel breathed, jumping away from the flaming pieces of rock that were shooting out in every direction. She had been a few meters away from the boulder when it had exploded, and she knew something was up.

_Skrills aren't supposed to be _this _bad at shooting. They're part of the Strike Class, for Thor's sake!_

She looked up at it, glaring into those piercing golden eyes as it flew mightily above her. "I'm right here!" she shouted, the dragon's bluish-white fire practically breathing down her neck. "Right within your range! I'm impossible to miss! Why haven't you struck me down yet, you numpty?!"

She knew that she was being utterly stupid yelling out what was basically a death threat to one of the most dangerous dragons in the Barbaric Archipelago, but she _hated_ being played with, and she had a strong feeling that that was what was going on. She just had to test her theory out.

Making her way to the left, she was immediately met with resistance, just barely avoiding the flaming explosion that the Skrill had created. The dragon had shot its lightning bolt down to form the combustion close enough to make Jewel jump back onto the path she had been taking, but further enough away to not actually cause any major harm. It looked like the Skrill had its own ideas on where Jewel was going.

"This is crazy!" she breathed, sweat trickling down her brow as she pushed herself forward. "Skrills don't hunt like this. They're supposed to be _quick_ killers, like all other Strike Class dragons. So why is this dragon hunting like something from a completely different classification?"

_GRRRAAAAAHHHHHHH! _The Skrill roared from above, flapping his strong wings that made the field of white fire down below strengthen. It was as if the dragon were saying, 'Hurry up and move faster!'

Jewel accelerated, her feet beating against the ground and adrenalin running like wild fire (excuse the pun) through her veins. If she slowed down even for a second, then her ponytail would catch fire. She continued to run through the trees, the rest of the forest that hadn't caught fire now bathed in pale blue light.

She tripped, stumbled and slid down a rather steep hill, earning so many scrapes and cuts down her arms it was silly. But the fire travelled quicker downhill, and with the help of the strong wind blowing, her chances of getting out of this alive were getting _very _low.

She growled in irritation, running around a large oak tree that had stood in her way, and in a matter of mere seconds would end up being nothing but a flaming torch. "Come on! _Think_!" she yelled at herself, trying to rack her brain (which was _already _having to deal with dehydration and exhaustion) around the situation. "What are the Skrill's weaknesses?"

With her brain occupied by continuously mulling the thought over, Jewel failed to notice that the ground was beginning to get rocky…and _very _slippery. Which is never good when you are sprinting as fast as you can from a murderous dragon, an ever-growing field of boiling white fire and certain death. She stumbled when her fur boots met the first of the stones, slipped, and then suddenly found herself rolling, falling and tumbling the rest of the way to the bottom. Down, down, down she went, nearly every single part of her body managing to get smacked or scraped against hard rock.

Not exactly the greatest thing that could happen when being chased by a flying creature with electricity all over it that wants you dead.

She banged and smacked her arms, legs and even head so many times against the cold, hard rocks that it would be _idiotic_ to even _think _about counting. But before she could even think about that, she suddenly found herself rolling (well, more like bouncing) over a soft, comfortable, _flat_ surface, the momentum caused by her topple down the rocks making her be flung across the ground before _finally _ending her _complete_ failure-at-running-away-from-something with a large splash into a small lake.

She sunk down to the bottom, all of the air that she had left in her lungs flowing out of her mouth in small bubbles. For a few seconds she just lay there, her back pressed against the mud at the bottom of the water. Her thick mop of flaming red hair streaming around gracefully and getting caught in the dirty muck. Her lungs began to burn, and she shot her eyes open, accidentally swallowing a mouthful of the dirty, and not to mention _disgusting_, water and slowly brought herself up onto her feet, her head and shoulders bursting out of the lake.

She coughed and gasped for air, spitting out the remaining water in her mouth and gagging at the horrible taste it left in her mouth. She flicked her now soaking wet and tangled fringe out of her face and tightened her ponytail, shivering at the sudden coldness she felt. Which was ironic, since all around her the forest was burning up in a never-ending field of crackling white fire.

She glanced around, taking in her surroundings. The storm clouds looming high above her seemed even more darker than they had been before, though still no rain poured down. She was in a cove, as far as she could tell, with tall rocky cliffs circling her on all sides, which was useful since it stopped the fire from travelling down into the area…but not so much when looking for a good way to get out and flee.

Jewel checked her surroundings once more, her eyebrows furrowing in confusion. She did a full three-sixty, and suddenly found goosebumps form all over her ams.

Where was the Skrill?

It was nowhere to be seen. It was like it had just…_vanished_.

"But that can't be right," Jewel said to herself. "Why would it just..._leave_?" she stared up at the white fire that now completely surrounded the cove, creating some kind of wall that disabled her from getting out. She couldn't see it hiding behind its flames, it was nowhere in the sky, as far as she could tell, and it was _definitely _not with her inside the cove.

She sighed. _I guess I should be happy that its not around anymore. _Blinking away the strange black dots that threatened to cloud her vision, she slowly made her way through the water to the more shallow end, wincing slightly every time she moved her left shoulder. _I hope it isn't hurt to badly, _she thought to herself, cutting her arms through the water as she moved.

Jewel shivered as she found herself stepping onto dry, solid ground, her clothes dripping water down onto the grass. "G-great," she muttered, her teeth chattering as she looked down at herself. "Juuuuuust _great_!"

Now she had at least a hundred or so cuts, bruises and _other _injuries to add to the ones she had gotten when she had fallen from the back of those two idiots' Hideous Zippleback. Her clothes were soaking wet and covered in gunky mud, making everything extremely uncomfortable to wear. The chain mail on her skirt was broken and it looked like some of it had been completely ripped off. Her pants were ripped and bloody, and her knees stung from the many cuts that her wild tumble down the rocks had rewarded her with. She looked down at her reflection in the lake's water, sighing with annoyance at the sight of the thin red line cutting across her forehead, spurting blood down the side of her face and mixing in with her already dirty hair. The back of her head ached, making her feel rather dizzy, though there thankfully wasn't any of the red liquid there.

She readjusted her ponytail, exceedingly glad that her leather hair tie with the white fangs tide to it had miraculously gotten out of the whole kerfuffle untouched. She had had that hair tie ever since she was a baby, so she would've been _pretty _annoyed if it got ruined.

But unfortunately, her hair, on the other hand, hadn't gotten out of the entire thing unscathed. The tips of her ponytail were _completely _singed.

_Wonderful._

She looked around once more, her muscles tense as she waited for the Skrill to pop out again.

But still it didn't come.

Jewel huffed. _Well wherever that thing is, it's pretty darn smart for herding me into here of all places. It's like a master strategist…But I still don't get why it's hunting like _this_. Why didn't it just go for the kill and get it over with? _she thought as her keen eyes searched her surroundings for any sign of the blood-thirsty, storm-wielding creature.

She flexed her fingers, getting herself into battle stance and preparing for any dangers, forcing herself to ignore her awful head ache and all of the cuts and bruises she had, _especially _the stinging pain in her left shoulder. She'd have to check on it later. Besides, by the thick red liquid that was trickling down her arm from under her sheep skin vest, she knew that it was at least going to need bandages.

"Where _is—_," she began to say, before zipping her mouth shut when she suddenly heard the slight rustle of leaves behind her. She held her breath, slowly turning towards the sound…

"_AHHHHHHH_!" a loud battle cry sounded.

"What the—_WOAH_!" Jewel shrieked, her heart nearly exploding in fright when out of the bushes, as fast as lightning, sprung a rather murderous looking girl with golden-blonde hair and a metal axe held in her hands. She gripped her axe firmly within her fingers, bringing it up above her shoulder and getting ready to lop Jewel's head off if she didn't move within a split second.

Thankfully though, growing up on an island where there are animals that only give you an incredibly slim chance of making it out alive gave Jewel two things: instincts, and pretty good reflexes. She nimbly jumped to the side, so suddenly that the crazy blonde girl didn't even have time to stop before she ran into the lake, swinging her axe down into the water with an almighty splash.

For a few seconds the two girls just stood there, breathing heavily and frozen in place with dumbstruck expressions planted on their faces. Then the crazy blonde girl looked up, her fingers still wrapped around the handle of the axe, which was now digging into the mud at the bottom of the lake's water.

She glared at Jewel, blinking in surprise when she realised it was, and then went back to glaring. "Oh, it's _you_."

Jewel just stood there, staring at her wide-eyes like an idiot. But then after a while, she regained her composure and then straightened herself up, crossed her arms, raised an eyebrow, and said, "What? Did you think I was the Skrill or something?"

The blonde girl pulled her axe out of the ground and rested it gently on her shoulder with one hand. "Well when you've been running for your life for the past, like, _hour_, being chased by a Skrill and trying to not get burned alive, running into someone like _you_ probably wouldn't be on your 'to be expected list'," she pointed out as she stepped out of the water.

Jewel scoffed, she _really _didn't like this girl's attitude. "I could say the same thing about _you_. Not many people would expect some crazy buffoon to come running out of the bushes with an axe in their hand thinking that the person they're attacking is a Skrill."

The blonde girl snorted, the strong wind billowing her fringe across her face. "_'Crazy buffoon'_? You should look at your reflection."

Jewel didn't need to look at her reflection again to know that what the blonde had just said was the truth. If some random person ran into her right then, they probably would've thought that she was some crazy old hag. Though thankfully now she was almost dry, the heat from the fire outside the cove was doing a pretty good job at evaporating all the water that had soaked Jewel's body.

Jewel's emerald green eyes glared daggers into the other girl's sapphire blue ones. "Be that as it may. At least _I _didn't mistake a human being for a dragon!"

"_Excuse _me?!"

Jewel shrugged. Though the pain that lashed through her left shoulder when she did so made her instantly regret it. "What? It's the truth. Deal with it."

_Man, this is so stupid. We're using up all of our breath on _this _while there is _smoke_ in the air!_

The girl growled, bringing the axe off her shoulder and into both hands, pointing it threateningly at Jewel (who merely raised an eyebrow at the gesture). "If you so much as—."

_ZZZZZZ!…..GRAHHHHHH!_

The two jumped, a shiver going up Jewel's spine as she and the other girl turned their heads up to the clouds, where a grey, purple and blue dragon with strands of lightning scattering over its wings came shooting down through the air. Its destination: the cove the two girls were trapped in.

Jewel groaned and waved her arms around with annoyance. "As if things couldn't get any worse!" she exclaimed, glaring at the blonde like it was her fault.

in reply, the girl thrust her axe further forward and growled, "Hey, don't look at _me, _I didn't mean for _any _of this to happen!"

Jewel opened her mouth, getting ready to reply with one of her snarky comments. But before she could even get a single syllable out, a familiar hissing screech sounded from above, causing both girls to draw their attention back up at the Skrill.

The dragon was rocketing down towards them, going as fast as…well, lightning. Electricity was shooting from its body in all directions, making contact with anything nearby and causing it to explode. The reptile continued to get closer and closer, the inside of its mouth lighting up with a pale glow.

The blonde girl's eyes widened. "Oh no, it's building up its breath attack," she gasped, turning back to Jewel. "_RUN_!"

"No need to tell me twice!"

They fled in opposite directions, one running on either side of the lake in the middle of the cove, both fully aware of the screeching sound of the Skrill getting closer and closer.

Jewel looked over at the other girl as sped past the lake's waters. The blonde was running _insanely _close to the water. Jewel rolled her eyes. _Do you _have _a death wish? _she thought, panting from the effort of pushing her already tired legs. She took a deep, shaky breath, and yelled out at the top of her voice, "DON'T GET TOO CLOSE TO THE WAT—!"

_ZAP, ZAP!…BOOM!_

Jewel stumbled, feeling the sudden vibrations caused by the explosion beneath her feet. "_Man_, that thing's good," she couldn't help but mutter, jumping this way and that as she tried to avoid the shower of flaming pieces of rock, dirt and Odin knows what else.

_FWOOSH!_

"_YEOUCH_!" Jewel yelped, clutching her right wrist which now had an excruciatingly painful-looking burn now sizzling over the top of it. She then winced, the movement causing strain on her sore shoulder. Biting down on her lip, she let go of her stinging wrist and pushed herself forward, skidding to a halt once she had reached the other end of the lake.

She bent down and leaned her hands against her bleeding knees, cringing at the sight of her wrist's burning flesh. She pulled her eyes away and looked up at the blonde girl, who was standing not too far away from Jewel with her axe on the ground and her skin coated with sweat.

"Like…I…I was saying…before…" Jewel began, saying each words in-between gasps for breath. "Don't…Don't get too near the water…Since w-water…attracts _and _currents…elec-electricity…"

The blonde wiped her forehead with the back of her hand. "Y-yeah…" she panted as she stared up at the sky. She coughed, and then said, "The Skrill's gone for now…But it _will _be back."

"Oh yeah…" Jewel muttered, looking around. Sure enough, the Skrill was, yet again, nowhere to be seen. It was probably off somewhere powering up for its next attack. "Your village_ better _be onto this by now, or I'm gonna have a little 'talk' with them later on."

The blonde looked at Jewel, flicking her bangs out of her face. "Trust me. They probably are…I just hope that they'll be able to get this all under control in time."

"Yeah…somehow I don't think that this is gonna get under control any time soon, but anyway," Jewel muttered, straightening herself up and squinting up at the wall of white fire that surrounded the cove. She chuckled. "I've never seen a Skrill that close before."

"Same. We barely know anything about them either," the blonde replied, though she had this uncertain look in her eye as she gazed at Jewel.

Jewel watched her for a second and then came to the conclusion, "You're not the most…trusting of people, are ya?"

The blonde raised an eyebrow and crossed her arms. "Well, the last time a mysterious girl appeared on our island, it turned out that she was helping this guy called 'Alvin the Treacherous'. Of course, she had a perfectly good reason to, I mean, her parents' lives were threatened…but you get what I mean."

Jewel furrowed her eyebrows in thought. "Alvin the…Treacherous? I swear I've heard of that guy," she said, staring with unfocused eyes at the spot where the Skrill's explosion hit. The entire opposite end of the cove was _completely _scorched, and looked like a horrible landslide had happened. There were still a few small white flames burning here and there, but thankfully they were already going out, unlike the fire that had encased the rest of the forest.

The other girl shrugged. "You might have. he and his Outcasts have made themselves _pretty _well-known over the last year or so."

Jewel took a deep breath, her legs shaking slightly as her adrenalin slowly left her. "Yeah, I guess so," she murmured, all of her joints and bones aching, especially her left shoulder. She looked around, found a nearby boulder and practically collapsed on top of it. "Well…I guess the only thing we can do now is wait here like total idiots. And just to warn you, I am basically the complete opposite of 'patient'."

The blonde girl looked down at the lake in thought. "Why don't we just use the lake's water?" she suggested.

Jewel scoffed, "Uh…somehow I don't think we would be able to get this all-out forest fire under control with the help of just a small lake."

The other girl rolled her eyes and then said, "I'm not talking about _that_! I heard somewhere, probably from Fishlegs, that a—."

"Woah, woah, woah, wait. Slow down!" Jewel interrupted, sitting up. "If you're gonna mention someone I don't know, the _least _you can do is tell me who they actually _are_, first!"

The blonde glared at her, pointed her chin up, and then carried on like nothing had happened. "Anyway, I think I remember Fishlegs telling me about how when a Skrill is underwater, it can't conduct electricity."

Jewel pouted, annoyed at not having her question answered, but still contemplated what the girl had just said. "I _guess_ that makes sense…and if we could somehow get it underwater and keep it there, then our day would become a _whole _lot easier….though, of course, there's still the problem of the entire forest fire and all. But what happens if the Skrill gets _out _of the lake? Since it would be _completely _covered with water, and plus it's a _Skrill_, so we'd basically be even more screwed than we already are."

The blonde sighed and placed her hands on her hips, absent-mindedly nudging her axe slightly with her foot. "Well, there goes that plan, I guess. We don't even _have _anything to keep it under water with anyway." she then groaned and clenched her head with her hands in frustration. "_Argh_! _Gods_! If only Hiccup were here! Then this whole thing with the Skrill might have already been over with by now!"

_Why do these people keep on mentioning this _'Hiccup'? _I mean _seriously,_ who the Hel is this guy, and why does he have _that _for a name? Is he the runt of the tribe, or something? _all these questions continued to tumble into Jewel's mind, though she didn't bother asking them out loud, since she knew fully well that, since the blonde girl didn't seem to trust her enough, all she would get for an answer would be the basic equivalent of nothing. So she kept her mouth shut and for a few moments, just occupied her mind by examining her still sizzling, burned wrist, deciding that currently, she really didn't want to see how her left shoulder was fairing underneath her sheep skin vest.

She silently glanced up at the great white flames that imprisoned them inside the cove. She squinted her eyes as she watched the white flames glow with their brilliant electric blue light, its luminous glow shifting eerily as the flames flicked back and forth. The sight was actually quite beautiful, now that Jewel thought about it, and she _really _wasn't the type of viking who would usually say that.

"You know," she began slowly. "I have _never_ heard of a Strike Class dragon that hunted like…like _this. _I mean sure, it is _kinda _efficient and all, but…why not just do it quickly?" she looked at the other girl, who was looking at Jewel with the same thoughtful expression.

"I don't know," the blonde replied. "I didn't actually run into the Skrill until just then, so I don't really have much of an understanding of what you're talking about. But from what I've seen so far has been, like you said, _completely _different to what you'd expect from a Strike Class dragon…Hiccup or Fishlegs would probably have some ideas," she suggested with a shrug. "But unfor—."

Jewel raised an eyebrow. "Uh…as much as I _want _to put all my faith into these people you keep on mentioning that I have, like, _no _knowledge of, I'd like to remind you that they are probably nowhere near here and that _we _are by ourselves which means that _we _have to take care of all this _alone_!" she pointed out, getting up from the boulder she had been sitting on with clenched fists (which probably wasn't the best thing to do when your right wrist has been burned with white fire created by a crazy dragon wielding lightning).

The blonde girl looked quite offended by Jewel's sudden outburst and said, "I can take care of myself just _fine_! You make me sound like some little wuss!"

Jewel didn't reply, and instead groaned and sat back down. "If those two _dingbats_ hadn't stolen my satchel, I—."

"They didn't steal your satchel!" the blonde exclaimed, shaking her head at the moody redhead. "They would've avoided the questions you were asking with some stupid joke or something when you were '_interrogating_' them."

Jewel huffed but didn't say anything, instead she just lay herself down on top of the boulder and stared up at the storm clouds that raged above.

The blonde girl then sighed. "I wonder what's going on at the village? My parents are probably worried sick!"

"Glad you have that to experience." Jewel closed her eyes, resting her hands on her stomach, trying to relax as much as she could with the amount of injuries she had obtained during the last few hours.

The blonde girl stared at Jewel in confusion. "Huh? What do ya mean?"

Jewel shrugged nonchalantly. "Never knew my parents. I was basically raised by my grandpa and uncle."

The blonde looked at Jewel, who was casually shifting herself into a more comfortable position. "Oh…" was all that came out of her mouth.

_Well this just got awkward._ Jewel hastily sat, feeling slightly dizzy at first, and, ignoring the sudden crack of thunder while she was at it, stated, "Alright, we need a plan of attack for when that thing decides to get its scaly butt back over here."

The blonde nodded in agreement. "Right. Okay, so since most of the Berkians are most likely already trying to take care of all of this as well, hopefully we won't have to do much…maybe we just have to tire it out enough before the village manages to get here. 'Cause there is a very unlikely chance that we'll be able stop the Skrill."

"Considering that the dragon gets pretty much _all _of its power from electricity, and since there is currently a giant storm here that won't go away any time soon, somehow I don't think 'tiring it out' is much of an option. I mean, even if it _does_ work, we'd probably be dead before it even _began _happening." Jewel thought for a second, biting her lip. "How many shots can the Skrill do until its reached its shot limit?" she asked suddenly.

"Uh…I think it was somewhere around four. Though considering how much destruction the Skrill can cause _without _taking a shot, I really don't think it matters that much."

Jewel groaned in frustration. "Is it just me, or is the Skrill an unfair douchebag? I mean seriously, does this thing have _any _weaknesses? _Aside _from not being able to conduct lightning while under water?"

The blonde shrugged. "I dunno, it's not like I spend my time memorising the 'Book of Dragons' or anything. And besides, we don't know much _about _Skrills anyway."

Jewel raised an eyebrow. "You have an _entire _book on _nothing _but dragons and _ride_ them for a living, basically making all of you some kind of 'Dragon Masters', and you don't know _anything _about the Skrill?…_seriously_?"

"Skrills are rare around these parts, and being even _slightly _close to one is _incredibly _dangerous! So it would be hard to record anything without _at least _your hair standing on end!" The girl explained. "Anyway, I don't think any of its weaknesses that we know of will help us at the moment, since I know enough about Skrills to know when one of them is inside a powerful storm like this one, they're certainly a force to be reckoned with, and probably impossible to stop."

"Loving your optimism there," Jewel replied sarcastically. They had become a lot less constant, but every so often a rumble of thunder would sound, but both girls ignored them as much as possible.

Jewel paced back and forth, kicking the blonde girl's axe into the water a few times to vent her annoyance on something. After a few minutes, she stopped in her tracks and yelled out, "Where _is _the Skrill, anyway? We've been waiting here doing absolutely _nothing_, while also getting _bored _to death, and it still hasn't come! What's with that?"

The other girl didn't reply, and for some strange reason, that made Jewel's insides boil with anger. She forced herself to hold back a growl and glared at the blonde, who was also looking at her with the same amount of strange hatred. That just made Jewel even more mad, every single fibre in her body telling her to yell, scream and lash out at the other girl, and judging by the slightly conflicted and angry look in her eyes, the blonde was feeling the exact same thing. As both girls got angrier and angrier, the entire cove seemed to darken more and more, as if a giant shadow had just descended down onto the earth. Not even the Skrill's white fire seemed to be able to lighten the place up.

''_**Come on lass. Quit it with them death glares and just **_**accept**_** it. Ye know it's for the best.' **__Wait. Was that…her _uncle's _voice?_

'**NO!'** _she heard her own voice, though slightly younger, yell, the tone of it making it obvious that for whatever reason, her younger self was _really _angry. __**'How could you **_**do **_**that?! How could you be so…**_**HEARTLESS!'**'

The cove darkened even more at these words.

''_**Me? **_**Heartless?' **_her uncle's voice replied, sounding rather casual about the situation. The sound of it made her blood boil even more.'_

The cove and everything around it was now almost pitch black, like some shadowy mist slowly getting thicker and thicker.

'_Her uncle's voice then spoke up, __**'What about that—.'**__'_

_SCREEEEEECH! _The Skrill's shriek sliced through the two girl's anger like glass, the entire cove instantly went back to being how it was before, all of the darkness and shadows disappearing, and now only being covered with the bluish-white glow from the Skrill's fire. Both Jewel and the blonde suddenly felt like they could breathe again, their anger vanishing and the strange voices from the past no longer tormenting their heads.

"Well…." Jewel began, eyebrows raised in bemusement. "That was…weird."

"Uh huh. You don't say," the blonde replied, staring up at the massive storm clouds overhead, waiting for the Skrill to come shooting out from them once more and wreck havoc everywhere. _The twins would've loved this, _she thought.

"You might wanna run, you know. Any second now that Skrill is gonna come here and fry us," she pointed out.

Jewel flexed her fingers. "If we run, we better do it at the perfect moment," she said, getting ready to bail. "We better time this perfectly…one."

_SKREEEE—_

"Two."

—_EEEEEEEEEEE—_

"_THREE! _Go!" she shouted, not even looking back to see what the other girl was doing as she ran. She jumped and then rolled behind a large boulder to take cover…while also trying to ignore the fact that every single injury that she had gotten that day were now screaming at her like a banshee.

—_EEEEEEEECH!…BOOM!_

Jewel covered her ears and scrunched her eyes shut as the large boulder she was hiding behind shielded her from the blast. Smoke and dust shot out in all directions and a strong tremor went through the entire cove, causing a small wave to erupt across the lake. It rained clumps of earth, bits and pieces of flaming wood, rocks and Gods know what else.

After it had all settled down (sort of), with now only ash, smoke and dust falling slowly through the air, Jewel took her hands away from her ears, opened her eyes, and let out a long and painful fit of coughs. Once it was over, her throat felt like it was raw and rasped desperately for air. She wiped her now watery eyes, and then put all of her concentration onto just breathing.

_Grrrrr….Zzzz!_

Jewel froze, her entire body tensing up as she continuously repeated every single swear word that she could think up over and over in her head. She then silently prayed to the Gods.

Then there was the sound of the beating of wings as the Skrill took flight again, its eyes set on one target.

Jewel, without even thinking, just got up and ran for it. She ran like there was no tomorrow as she heard the Skrill follow in a suspiciously slow pursuit. She had no ideas on what she was going to do to fight the Skrill off, she just ran, the only sound pushing her on was that of the Skrill's strangely uneven wingbeat.

"Hey! Catch!" Jewel glanced over to her right to see the blonde girl hold her axe up and then fling it up into the air, the weapon travelling forward incredibly fast.

Jewel sprinted forward, jumped up onto a large rock and then leaped high into the air. As the metal axe whirled through the air, she thrust her right hand forward, knowing that holding an axe with a burned wrist was _a lot _better than holding one with a really sore shoulder that could possibly have a broken bone or something, and caught it by the handle with absolute ease.

She landed back on the ground, shutting out all thoughts of her complaining wrist from her head. "Nice throw!" she yelled back to the blonde as she continued to run, now holding the girl's axe within her right hand's fingers.

_HisssssssSCREEEEEEEEE—!_

Jewel then spun around, her fingers gripping the axe tightly as she glared defiantly up into the Skrill's golden eyes as the beast slowly opened its jaws. It was now or never. She brought the axe back over her shoulder and, as the Skrill let out its attack of white fire from within its mouth, she threw the axe forward with as much strength as she could muster. The entire world seemed to go in slow motion the second the weapon left Jewel's fingers. It whirled through the air, both it and the Skrill's burst of white fire getting closer and closer until both fire and metal joined together…and then separated when a massive shock wave erupted the second the two made contact, blasting everything nearby back a few feet, which meant that Jewel suddenly found herself face up on the ground _again _and with a number of new injuries to add to her body.

She moaned, slowly pulling herself up onto her feet. "Ow…" she muttered, clutching the back of her head dizzily. She groggily looked around, noting that the blonde girl's axe lay glistening by the shore of the cove's lake and said viking was running up to Jewel with a look of concern on her face.

_Aww! _Jewel thought. _You actually _do _care! _

"You alright?" the blonde asked, skidding to a halt in front of the redhead.

"Yeah, yeah. I'm fine," Jewel reassured her, blinking a few times to bring her eyes back into focus. "Where…Where's the Skrill?"

The blonde girl pointed her finger, and Jewel followed it until she saw a purple, grey and slightly blue scaled heap directly at the bottom of one of the cliffs that surrounded the cove. It seemed unconscious, as it wasn't moving aside from the slow rise and fall of the creatures stomach.

Instantly Jewel's curiosity was sparked. She turned and looked at the blonde. "And you thought that it was impossible to fight it," she snickered as she began to slowly walk up to the concussed dragon. The blonde quickly went and grabbed her axe before following.

Jewel took deep breaths as she slowly neared the dragon, her heart thumping inside her chest as she and the other girl slowly snuck up to the beast. They both stopped only a few centimetres away from it, and Jewel couldn't help but feel sorry for the creature. One of the wings' membrane had a thick, long gash across it and was possibly broken. Though it looked like it could be fixed with the right treatment.

The blonde girl glanced at her and said, "Maybe we should—," though she never finished her sentence, because just then, a menacing growl had escaped the Skrill's mouth, and the dragon's eyes had shot open.

The Skrill sprang to its feet, so suddenly that both Jewel and the blonde instantly jumped in fright, both finding themselves already backing up fearfully.

The Skrill stared at the blonde girl savagely, and knocked her aside with his uninjured wing, sending her sprawling across the ground a few meters away, her axe left discarded by Jewel's side.

"Well, that was mean," Jewel muttered.

The Skrill then turned its gaze towards her, eyeing her hungrily with slitted pupils as it drove its prey further and further backwards.

Jewel gasped in horror when she felt her back make contact with the wall of a cliff face. There was nowhere to go, this was it. She slowly picked up the blonde girl's metal axe, grasping it firmly in both hands. She could vaguely hear the blonde girl shouting something at her, but her ears didn't seem to hear it, all they picked up on were the crackling and sizzling of electricity that cascaded over the Skrill's body, more and more white strands appearing every second.

The dragon's lips jerked quivered and twitched as it slowly opened its mouth. Jewel braced herself for the worst.

But no light came up from the dragons throat. The dragon growled in frustration. It was out of shots.

Jewel breathed a sigh of relief, her shoulders slumped. But her relief was short-lived. The Skrill roared, hundreds of thousands of sparks suddenly shooting over its body, all gathering up to the tip of its uninjured wing, which was pointing right at her. Jewel pressed her back further into the wall, her eyes nearly popping out of their sockets as she gaped in horror at the beast's eyes, a look of triumph radiating from its slitted pupils.

Out of the corner of her eye, Jewel could see the blonde girl racing towards her, but it was too late. Jewel could already see the lightning begin to release itself from the tip of the Skrill's wing, shooting towards its victim.

As a final resort, Jewel held the blonde girl's _metal _axe out in front of her as a shield.

Possibly the worst idea she could have ever come up with.

There was crack of blinding light, her entire body going rigid as a burning hot pain shot through her veins, causing her muscles to spasm. She tried to scream but it wouldn't come out. All she could do was watch in terror as the wave of pure white swarmed her vision.

And then all Jewel knew was darkness…

* * *

><p><strong>Dun, dun, DUUUNNN!<strong>

**Hehe *evil grin***

**I haven't read through this, so there **_**may **_**have been some mistakes. Tell me if you find any!**

**And I think I may change the title of this fanfic soon. But I REALLY need to rewrite the summary, 'cause the idea for this story has changed A LOT since I first started writing it.**

**And I'm kinda worried that I made Astrid really OOC! What do you guys think?**

**Anyways, keep smilin' and Be Happy! :)**

**BYE DUDES!**


End file.
